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Public Life and the University 
AT a C. U. Conference the other day I 
overheard the following remark: "After 
all, why should I take up my cross?" Such 
a statement was not intended to be taken 
generally, yet it is so applicable to the usual 
attitude adopted by students, that it is 
worthy of notice. The person who thus 
unburdened himself is typical of a big per-
centage of our fellow men. 
We are so prone, coming from schools 
where it is an honour to the school to obtain 
good examination results, to believe that in 
attending the University we are performing 
an act of kindness to some persons unknown 
or to humanity in general. Those of us who 
are scholarship holders have rewarded the 
schools that taught us and are now prepared 
to bestow a little patronage upon a higher 
institution: those of us who are not scholar-
ship holders are less likely to realise that 
the brunt of the burden of our educa-
tion is being borne by others. The 
position is that all of us belong to an in-
stitution which receives most of its support 
from outside sources: the holders of scholar-
ships have given a more imposing guaran-
tee that they will just.ify the expense of their 
training, and consequently they are relieved 
a little of the economic burd.en. We are 
another of the luxuries (or perhaps neces-
sities) of the Government; we are dependent 
on our benefactors, and yet w.e will carry 
no responsibility. 
We shall leave the religious side severely 
alone, as it is one aspect of life that it is 
here fashionable to negl.ect, and there is 
nothing so distinctly unfashionable as to 
examine that which is fashionable within 
the University. Of course, we scorn what 
popular opinion supports outside. It stands 
to reason that we should feel slightly 
superior. 
It is of politics that we wish to talk. 
Last year there was founded within the 
University an International Relations Club: 
certainly there was no fanfare of trumpets 
to announce its advent, and certainly it has 
drawn round it an enthusiastic little group 
of students, but by the great body of the 
students it is ignor.ed. What is the surprising 
thing is that to-day when an iconoclastic 
spirit pervades the whole community there 
should not arise within our midst a body 
of students intent on forming some con-
structive ideas. 
Messrs. Scullin, Lang, Theodore, Latham, 
and Lyons may continu.e their little struggle 
beneath our very eyes- we are interested 
in all "pugilistic" encounters, but present us 
with the Simon Report and we retreat. 
I-las it never occurr.ed to anyone to at-
tempt to shake off this cloak of somnolence 
and organise a body whose thought will 
pervade the whol.e University- "Yes! But he 
isn't me." 
"Well, what are we going to do about it?" 
Sydney has done something in forming 
recently a Labour group, and I understand 
that Melbourne has had one for some time. 
There is something a little doubtful about 
organised political bodies, but there is 
nothing doubtful about a political con-
science, and that is what we lack. Th.e 
Men's Common Room is thronged every 
day with students comparing anecdotes, and 
I do not believe that the women, over their 
morning cup of tea, dwell upon the higher 
material facts of life that come constantly 
before us. 
lnflation- horresco referens: yet I wonder 
how many students have bothered to at-
tempt to understand the effects of the 
inundation by such a sea. We have seen 
th.e cartoons-why trouble us more. 
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The University is supported by the 
Government, and surely it is our task to 
repay just a little and to try to live as better 
citizens-as understanding citizens. 
If there is a class war then, for goodness 
sake, let us go out and fight-if there is not, 
and please God that there may not be, then 
let us try to develop a distinct tendency at 
least to uproot any insidious propaganda 
that is being spread amongst our workers · 
or others. 
Of course, we are reminded that we have 
no time, but then one recalls the guests bid-
den to a certain wedding feast. 
Then we are minded that we have our 
work, and we ask, "What is our work?" This 
is a matter for our own interpretation. 
The student who fails in examination be-
cause of his activities is cutting things too 
finely, and the student who fails in his activi-
ties because of his examinations in erring 
on the right side. Should we happen to 
regulate our courses perfectly we should 
all be Rhodes Scholars; should we even but 
try we should be men instead of "wobbling 
through our lives" like our complacent 
pre-predecessors. 
The Wider Education Society can do 
something for us; the International Rela-
tions Club can help, but we shall pick up 
our knowledge on the highways and by-ways 
among our fellow men. Can we not under-
stand in an intelligent way the sufferings 
and endeavours of others, and can we not 
in some degree pay back the debt we owe 
to the taxpayers. 
If we are the cream of Queensland's 
youth, we should not forget that cream does 
not become butter without churning; and, 
reader, are you sure that you are not nothing 
more than stale cream. 
We condemn our representatives in Parlia-
ment: we cry out for civic reform, but we 
ourselves-we are "students." There are, I 
am inclined to think, as many "students" 
in any large factory as there are within 
the University. This is not a "degree-shop"; 
there is every facility offered to us to make 
something of our life, and we pass by on 
the other side. 
Of course, this editorial savours too much 
of scriptural references, but University life 
savours of it too little. There is no 
philosophy of life, no adequate seeking after 
the better things-we s.eek neither God nor 
man, but a certain immediate material wel-
fare-we had better not fail here or we are 
poor indeed. 
if this is not true, will not students 
show us that it is not so, and if it is true, 
then cannot we develop in our midst a 
corporate social and political conscience: a 
desire to understand and help in public life 
and to be men in the fullest sense of the 
word. 
This is our cross-hardly -our cross; it is 
a burden that it is our duty to carry-will 
we not do it, if even for our own sakes? 
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Ut Omnes Unum Sint 
BEFORE student audiences in our Aus-
tralian University cities, there has stood 
during the past two months a sl ight Oriental 
figure, in Chinese national dress, whose mes-
sage no less than his personality has stirred 
the imagination, clarified the outlook, and 
redirected the thought of 
all who have heard him 
speak. 
Dr. T. Z. Koo, Vice-
Chairman of the World 
Student Christian Federa-
tion , has had a remark-
able University career. 
He took his M.A. degree 
at St. John's University, ' 
Shanghai, and during the 
past few years did post-
graduate work at Oxford 
and at Oberlin, U.S.A. 
At Oxford he read philo-
sophy with Dr. Lindsay, 
the master of Balliol, and 
theology with Cano n 
Streeter. 
During the four days he was in Brisbane 
he gave lavishly, and all his public ad-
dresses were characterised by a perfect 
lucidity of utterance which mirrored the 
keenness of his thought, a quiet dignity, 
humour and expressive gesture. The student 
In 1924-25 he was one 
of the travelling secre-
taries of the W o r 1 d 
Student Christian Federa-
tion and spent most of his 
Dr. Koo. 
mind was impre~ed more 
by his lack of exaggera-
tion and by the tendency 
to refrain from putting 
merely his own construc-
tion on events and situa-
tions than by his accurate 
grasp of essential facts 
and his skill in placing 
them before his audiences. 
Hence the greater value 
of his considered judg-
ments. Many other than 
the students were attrac-
ted by the range of hi$ 
faultless English and by 
his impartiality, and must 
have felt that here was a 
man whose conv1ct10ns 
were based on knowledge, 
and whose pronounce-
ments were the expression 
of experience. 1 n public 
and in private he revealed 
time among the students of Europe and 
America, on whom he made a deep and 
lasting impression. In 1924, as the r.epresen-
tative of the people of China, he attended 
the Opium Conference of the League of 
Nations at Geneva, and in 1927 he visited 
America with a group of other public men 
for the purpose of promoting there a better 
understanding of Chinese affairs. As. secre-
tary of the National Y.M.C.A., he has his 
finger on the pulse of China, and is in a 
unique position to give, out of the fullness 
of his experience, supplemented by pene-
trating analysis and patriotic understand-
ing, an inside view of the China of to-day, 
her aspirations and the struggles that are 
heralding her entrance as a renaissant 
nation on the world stage. 
a personality charming and unassuming, 
with the natural poise of an Oriental, en-
riched by wide travel and intimate contact 
with western culture. 
But, in addition to these vivid impres-
sions, there was brought home to us a 
realisation of the significance of his presence 
among us. Before us stood the representa-
tive of young China, and we, representing 
young Australia, were sitting at his feet and 
learning of him. The China of our thoughts 
hitherto had been a more or less shadowy 
country inhabited by teeming millions of 
pig-tailed brigands, market gardeners and 
silk merchants. Now we see her as a nation 
of human beings, with the same feelings of 
loyalty and patriotism and the same desire 
for self-expression as ourselves: her youth 
abandoning themselves whole-heartedly to 
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the task of creating a new China to take 
her rightful place in the family of nations. 
One of the many sides of Dr. Koo's rarely 
gifted nature is his musical talent. For one 
unique hour we listened enthralled, while 
through the poignant, limpid notes of his 
bamboo flute there reached our hearts the 
universal voice of human grief and joy, 
aspiration and despair, expressed in the col-
lection of Chinese folk music which Dr. 
Koo has compiled, and each of which he 
introduced to us by a perfect little word 
picture. These representative folk melodies, 
hitherto oraly transmitted, were collected 
by Dr. Koo in the course of his travels 
through China, and have been translated 
into English words and notation. His 
native land will be for ever indebted to 
Dr. Koo for this work, for the dissemination 
of this music in western lands should pro-
mote a better understanding of the Chinese 
people, in that it expresses that which under-
lies all differences in outlook, culture, and 
environment, and touches the elemental 
things in human nature where there is no 
east nor west, but one common heart cry 
which makes the whole world kin. 
In his address on "Changing China," 
delivered to the League of Nations Union 
and the University International Relations 
Club, Dr. Koo set before us in a masterly 
fashion the changes in economic, political 
and social relationships which China is ex-
periencing as the result of the influx into 
Oriental culture of the western ideals of 
democracy, socialism, individualism, and 
the scientific methods of thinking. He 
stressed the outstanding part that Chinese 
students are playing in the task of actual 
nation building by the assimilation of these 
conceptions in the national life and thought. 
The opportunity that lay to the hand of 
the University man and woman was so ap-
parent, the national needs so clamant that, 
to the majority of students, a life based on 
self-interest made little appeal and "self-
sacrifice in the interests of the nation " is the 
motive power behind the part that the young 
intelligentsia are playing in China to-day. A 
striking expression of this is seen in the 
strength of what is known as the Self-
I dentification Movement. 
There are trained University men pass-
ing riaturally to positions of leadership in 
every sphere of life but, in addition to their 
intellectual qualifications for leadership, 
they have attained through their identifica-
tion with the working classes a real insight 
into actual conditions and that quality of 
sympathy and understanding which . alone 
can lead to the permanent betterment of 
those conditions. 
I have given at considerable length some 
of the points touched on by Dr. Koo in 
this illuminating lecture because of the chal-
lenge I feel it contains for University men 
and women in Australia. 
To what extent are we prepared to s.acri-
fice in the interests of our nation, whose 
intellectual leaders we are supposed to be? 
The question goes deeper still. Are we really 
performing our peculiar function-the only 
justification for the existence of a University 
-in pointing the way to a more satisfac-
tory order of life by the application of our 
specialised knowledge to the actual condi-
tions of modern times? This is the chal-
lenge of Dr. Koo's message as an interpreter 
of China, and honesty compels us to admit 
that Australia has · much to learn from that 
awakening people. 
Some of the fruits of our visitor's wide 
experience in international affairs were em-
bodied in another remarkable address: "The 
International Mind." After a brief resume 
of the forces operating against international 
co-operation, namely, the element of fear, 
the tendency to build round oneself a cul-
tural wall, beyond which one refuses to 
look, the economic factor in the race for 
markets, racial difficulties and religious 
diversities. Dr. Koo put forward as a posi-
tive contribution to the solution of the 
problems of international misunderstanding 
the creation among the individual members 
of a community of an "international mind." 
The essential elements of this mind are 
mutual respect which grows out of know-
ledge of other races and other conditions, 
the ability to see ourselves as others see us, 
and to think of other races through indivi-
duals and not through types and the vision 
which takes us beneath the differences of 
colour, culture and creed to the common 
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fundamentals of human nature. Inter-
national co-operation is not merely "feeling 
good" towards other nations, but is, in 
actual fact, an attempt to meet a basic need 
in human life-the need for a completeness 
which cannot be entirely consummated till 
we can blend into a unified whole the 
peculiar contributions of the three great 
types of culture exemplified by Chinese, 
I--Iindoo and Western civilisation. 
It is hard to write briefly of the impres-
sions produced by such an address as this 
for, in addition to the actual matter was the 
contributions made by the total personality 
of the speaker, his background and ex-
perience. Many will not readily forget the 
sense of almost shame that came over us, as, 
with quiet dignity Dr. Koo mentioned those 
forces of public opinion or rather of public 
prejudice, from which he, as an Oriental, 
had suffered in western lands-forces which 
no treaties could ever remove so long as 
there did not exist between nations a feel-
ing of mutual respect and the recognition 
that difference in outlook and culture does 
not spell inferiority. 
One wished, too, for more time in which 
to get Dr. Koo's opinions on some of the 
more specific problems relating to this sub-
ject, but his early departure from Brisbane 
prevented this. 
This one impression, however, remains 
dominant: his absolute faith in the prac-
tical efficacy of the Christian way of sacri-
ficial life and adventurous effort as the only 
way alike in the life of individuals and 
nations. Viewing the religion of Jesus Christ 
with him through Chinese eyes and from a 
Chinese l;Jackground, there has come to us 
some of his convicition in the all-sufficiency 
of that religion to those who are willing to 
pay the price involved in loyalty to Christ's 
standards. With this conviction has come 
the ability to give a truer valuation to such 
a movement as the World Student Christian 
Federation. Dr. Koo has given us a clearer 
vision of its effective reality and unlimited 
potentialities. Amid all the welter of re-
ligious and racial difficulties, differences in 
mode and expression of thought, it has suc-
ceeded in circling the globe in the bonds 
of a friendship which finds common ground 
in the realisation and acceptance of the love 
of God as revealed in Jesus Christ. 
It is for this new vision of the effective-
ness of the W.S.C.F. in the promotion of 
deep and true international understanding 
that we are especially indebted to Dr. Koo. 
The mist has been cleared from our eyes, 
and with the eyes of faith we can see through 
the far extending avenues of sacrifice, pain, 
and misunderstanding, the consummation of 
the hopes of the human race-a final 
triumph, the first steps of which have been 
actually achieved in our own time, visible 
to all the World Student Christian Federa-
tion with its challenging call to thought and 
action. 
Ut omnes unum Sint. 
B.G.R. 
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George Street 
I SAW the Editor the other morning and before I could merge into the background, 
he produced a large gun and demanded 
" my article or my life." I did not have an 
article, but as it might have been awkward 
for him to dispose of the body, he let me 
off with a solemn promise to produce an 
article by the morrow. All that day I racked 
my brain for a subject, but everything I 
thought of seemed to have been done 
already, and by an illustrious personage at 
that. I thought of "Toast," but remembered 
in time that Lewis Carroll or Quiller-Couch 
or somebody had been knighted for his 
essay on toast, about toast, I mean , of 
course. I thought of bees-I feel that I 
could really have spread myself on bees-
but it came home to me with a pang that 
Fabre or Maeterlinck, or whoever it was, 
had got in before me. 1 n short, I thought of 
everything people do think of when they find 
themselves in the unenviable position of 
having to write an article for somebody 
else's benefit, and as I was beginning to 
wend my way sadly homeward, I reflected, 
or rather I was about to reflect- when sud-
denly it came to me. There was still one 
subject unbagged ! One subject which modern 
journalistic activity had left untouched. 
Then, alas, I thought, it is too far out of 
the beaten track, and will be cast into the 
hungry maw of W.P.B. But courage, mon 
ami, le diable est mart, I said to myself, 
and anyway, if Carlyle-presuming that 
the literature books are trustworthy on this 
point-could write a Philosophy of Clothes, 
why shouldn't I write a-well, perhaps not 
a philosophy, but certainly an article, on 
George Street. 
I suppose the thing most commonly asso-
ciated with George Street is what is known 
to the initiated as a nine o'clock, and a 
popular little sum in mental arithmetic is 
the calculation of what must be your average 
speed m.p.h. if you reach the Bank of New 
So~th Wales as the town clock begins to 
chime, and you have an appointment with 
Charles on the last stroke of the hour. There 
is a wonderful opening for an enterprising 
aeroplane merchant to take up belated 
students on the end of a rope ladder-
almost any moving picture will demonstrate 
the practicability of this simple scheme-
and drop them at their respective common 
room doors a fraction of a minute later. 
Another speedy method of doing George 
Street is "getting a lift." You walk on the 
very edge of the pavement and make your-
self as large and conspicuous as possible, 
hoping fervently that some benevolent car-
owner will pick you up soon. You hear a 
car honk and whirl round with your facial 
muscles working overtime in order to 
simulate an expression of pleased surprise, 
~>nly to confront the Fourex wagon pulling 
111 to one of the hotels. Occasionally you 
are noticed by a particularly observant 
driver, and you get the lift, but more often 
you are left raging inwardly at the sight 
of several spare seats rolling down George 
Street in leisurely comfort while you have 
to send your blood-heat up to a positively 
dangerous level if you are to reach your 
lecture in time. This is the beginning of a 
jealousy-hatred- inferiority complex which 
has been known to lead to very serious re-
sults, but if caught in its early stages, may 
be effectively combated by the influence of 
the C.U. 
A favourite pastime in George Street is 
catching people up. You see someone in 
front of you who you think may possibly 
enliven the weary way, and you put on a 
spurt. Now, whether it is that the person 
in front sees someone in front of her, or 
whether circumstances in the shape of fre-
quent bunches of small boys are too much 
for you , but it seems quite impossible to 
gain on your quarry. With perspiration 
dripping from every pore, you become 
desperate, and at the first comparatively 
deserted strip of footpath you hazard a 
gentle hail. Your victim, intent on other 
things, hears you not, and you call again ," 
this time a little louder. After three or' four 
shouts, the neighbourhood is roused. you 
find yourself the cynosure of all eyes, and, 
most distressing of all , the object of your 
efforts scowls at you for bringing her into 
the public eye. 
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And when you've caught your quarry, 
or even if you catch her up without any 
bother, your position is far from enviable, 
for George Street seems to stifle all efforts 
at polite conversation. Feverishly you dis-
cuss the last commem. practice, the last 
dramat. reading, the last-and there inspira-
tion suddenly flags. With an heroic effort 
you turn to the weather, but this won't last 
out a block, and finally you are reduced to 
the subject of nine o'clocks. " How many 
nine-o'clocks have you?" "Two; how many 
have you?" "One; but I had two in my 
first year-." After that, unless someone else 
catches you up to go over the same ground, 
or you "get a lift," or there's a fire or an 
earthquake or something, you're simply 
done, and you relapse into a painful silence 
until you reach the friendly babble of the 
common room. 
The question of sex is the most serious 
problem we have to consider in connection 
with George Street, and the men, as usual , 
have all the advantages. Suppose you are 
a woman, tripping gaily up the road to town, 
lectures over for the day, everything in the 
garden lovely, when suddenly, a hundred 
yards or so away, you see a man you know 
by sight! What are you going to do? You 
obviously can 't maintain a toothy grin for 
th.e next hundred yards; neither can you 
pretend that you don't see him until he's 
within smiling range. (Of course, if you're 
the man there's no difficulty at all, because 
you merely preserve a sphinx-like expres-
sion until you can see how you will be 
received.) But when you're the woman in 
this horrible situation, there are three courses 
open to you : (a) You can treat the enemy 
as a disembodied spirit and ignore his 
existence; this is a v.ery drastic method, only 
to be resorted to in extreme cases of non-
acquaintance. (b) You can evince a sud-
den and absorbing interest in the window 
boxes or flowering creepers over the road; 
this is the safest method, and with a little 
practice soon becomes perfectly natural and 
spontaneous. An offshoot of this method, by 
which you become engaged in animated 
conversation with a third party until the 
crisis is past, is the most desirable of all, 
but is, of course, not always possible. (c) 
After the first notice of the enemy's ap~ 
proach, you may become absorbed in any 
convenient object until he is upon you, when 
you turn with an air of mild surprise and 
bestow upon him a broad and beaming 
smile, accompanied, if possible, by ap-
propriate verbiage. This method requires 
very nice judgment in knowing just exactly 
when to transfer the attention from the 
"convenient" to the "approaching" object, 
and is very awkward if not skilfully done. 
· It is particularly useful just before a dance 
or near commem, and frequently produces a 
"Queen of the Way" effect at these functions. 
The foregoing, though brief and sketchy 
and far from complete, must surely suggest 
to every thinking mind that our one great 
need at the present time is a complete list 
of the conventions to be observed in George 
Street, and I should like to propose that a 
committee, to be known as the George Street 
Conventions Committee, be appointed to 
deal with the matter. Among other things 
it is vital for us to know which profs. recog-
nise students and which don 't; how many 
times you must pass a member of the op-
posite sex in George Street-supposing you 
have never met him and never seen him 
anywhere else-before you may establish a 
nodding acquaintance; whether, if you are 
in a hurry, you are justified in hailing any 
'Varsity car that is going your way. These 
questions lie at the very .root of our who1e 
social system and until some solution is 
reached-anyway, what do you think of my 
article? 
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A Girl Called Tess 
THERE is said to be a peculiar virtue in 
the point of view on any subject of a per-
son who knows nothing about it. In case this 
sounds merely paradoxical, let me explain 
that by " nothipg " 1 mean nothing techni-
cal , nothing that will enable the aforesaid 
ignoramus to talk a certain amount of non-
sense about it, nothing that will provide a 
little jargon. G. K. Chesterton tells the 
story of an ignorant girl who was taken to 
see " Hamlet." Asked for her opinion at 
the end of the performance, she said, 
"Wasn't it sad!" "'Hamlet' is sad," G. K. 
goes on to inform us, but after half-a-dozen 
critics, of various opinions and various 
.qualifications for the right to an opinion, 
have hammered at us the technical excel-
lence, the faults of plot, the philosophic 
beauty, the perfection of the blank verse, 
we are in danger of forgetting that it is 
tragic. Hence the refreshing character of 
a simple criticism, the essential truth of it, 
of which any critic may, in his desire to 
prove a case, quite lose sight. Who sees more 
in a picture, the man who has studied art, 
or the man with an unconscious and quite 
uncultivated love of beauty? The artist 
does, I believe, and all study would else 
be useless, but the plain man sees something 
different, or sees the same thing in a diff-
erent way-·a way which, good or bad, is 
forever lost to the erudite. 
That is why I decided to express aloud my 
opinion of "Tess of the D'Urbervilles." I 
know nothing of Hardy, nothing of the in-
fluences that " produced " him, none of the 
details of his life, nor the date of the birth 
of the twins, if any. I have read none of his 
verse, and only this one of his novels. 
Hence my peculiar qualification for writing 
about Tess. 
But to love "Tess" needs no study of 
periods, influences, or the life or character 
of its author. I read two pages, and said, 
"This is wonderful!" wriggled my head 
more comfortably into the cushion and went 
on. Fifty pages later I said, "This is won-
derful!" and went on, and on the last dread-
ful page I said, "But it was wonderful!" 
Is it this feeling, I wonder, that comes over 
primitive people when in a sudden ecstasy 
of wonder they make themselves a material 
thing by which to feed and revive that 
feeling. In this mood I am sure I could 
erect something and call it the "spirit-in-
little" of Thomas Hardy, the personification 
of the godlike power and knowledge of 
which I have had a faint glimpse through 
Tess. 
But I forgot this was an essay on that 
lovely girl-she is so lovely, by the way, 
all in spite, not because, of her wishes, that 
for love of one man and to escape the per-
secutions of others she ties her face up with 
a bandage whenever she travels. But that 
is by the way. The reasons why I think 
"Tess" is wonderful-imagine a long pause 
here, reader, while I thought it all out-
are three. There are many more, I have no 
doubt, and I shall think of them all as I go 
along or when I have quite finished and 
sworn never to touch this thing again. For 
the reason why we like a thing is, after all, 
that it is delightful-but by delightful 1 
mean full of things, many and varied as 
the birds of the air, seeming to provide us 
with a second life distinct from our own. 
"Tess" is full of such things. Indeed I 
found it hard to separate three phas.es of 
them distinctly enough to introduce a little 
order into this ramble. 
As a book this one is, even for a late nine-
teenth century novel , strangely modern. 
Inevitably it gets this effect because its truth 
is universal and eternal, but it brings the 
fact home right at the beginning. From 
all time there have been some women wooed 
-some with a Helen of Troy choice of suit-
ors, some with Hobson's choice-and some 
passed over, and similarly it is not only in 
this century nor in the last that women have 
stood waiting to be asked to dance, and men 
been doltish and without initiative, and 
some of the bolder spirits among the former 
have at last paired off together. But it 
strikes one with surprise that Hardy's record 
of such a scene-after a country village fair 
-should be so completely adequate to a 
modern country" hop." The book is full of 
such descriptions-" It is by one of us," 
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must be the v.erdict of every generation for 
centuries, though it tells of stage coaches 
instead of aeroplanes, and the women wear 
poke-bonnets. It has an .independence of 
circumstances that ensures 1t permanence. 
But it is not a peaceful book-it is up-
setting in the extreme. The calm optimism 
of the "whatever is, is best" philosophy 
and all such solutions of the probl.em of the 
world's misery are attacked with a bitterness 
that is almost horrible, yet in the light of 
Tess's fate-just. Wordsworth comes in fc;ir 
a share. The trailing clouds of glory m 
which he would have us come from "God, 
who is our home" are a mockery to peopl.e 
in Tess's circumstances. Birth seems a curse 
to her, an eclipsing curse with no glory 
whatever attached to it. Life has no hope 
for her or the little brothers and sist.ers to 
whom she is so afraid of being a bad ex-
ample! With a father and mother weak-
willed and shiftless, a lax upbringing there-
for.e, and a childhood over-burdened with 
responsibilities, there is little defence for 
fate against the charge of bitterest irony in 
forcing life on this girl-little defence, she 
ofen thinks, for h.er mother and father for 
giving her breath. 
For Tess is no startling, dramatic heroine, 
to rescue her family and fortunes from the 
mire into which they are slipping. She is a 
simple, beautiful girl, who dies knowing 
NOCTURNE 
Clear white moonbeams sleeping on the hills, 
Deep among the trees and flowers gay; 
Or down in the valleys where the shadows play 
And the scented breezes go. 
Here is the sprite 
Of the silv'ry light, 
So daintily dancing -
A vision entrancing. 
Here are the gleams 
Of forgotten dreams, 
Born anew 
In the twinkling dew! 
Here is the home 
Of those who roam; 
And the fairies, too, 
In their laces blue. 
And here will I forever stay, 
Sleeping the rich long hours away, 
A. Murray Smith. 
that she has done her best, but mistakenly, 
for she has no guid.e, blindly obedient to 
her impulses, her unprincipled m~t~er, her 
purely formal religion. Of real r~hg10n she 
has none, except a reverent passionate love 
of nature-animals woods, flowers, streams. 
Beauty brings her' nothing but harm, till 
it draws Clare to take notice of her, and 
then it is powerless to hold him. But though 
we are never allowed to forget her beauty, 
though the knowledge of it colours th.e im-
pression made by every word she speaks, 
it is not that which makes us really love 
Tess. It is her simplicity, her womanliness, 
and the natural, healthy development th~t 
would bring her safe out of every trouble 
if man's unnatural conventions did not step 
in. She is sensitive enough to record on 
her-soul every impression of the lightest 
trifle, but she learns freely and faithfully, 
and is innocent of cant and self-dec.eption. 
In short, she is one of the best, the most 
charming, the wisest of women, and the law 
of our England puts her to death. Hence 
H ardy's bitterness, his irony, the harshness 
with which he t.ells the cruel story. At the 
end of the book the impression is just that 
of overwhelming sadness, of the dreadful-
ness of this life in which w.e must be hard, 
clodlike, to be successful, in which beauty 




Was it but the wind among the branches, 
Or the distant magic singing of a bird, 
Or the murmuring concert of the little people, 
Or your voice that we heard? 
Sometimes you set your frost upon the petals, 
Sometimes like a light you pause and pass, 
And we know it by the trembling and the 
sighing 
Of the dim green world of the grass. 
Did we see you through the branches moon-
silvered, 
Or was it but enchantment in the place? 
- We must follow, only guessing at your 
passing, 
Nor ever see your face. 
T.M.H. 
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" It " 
I T was just two years ago that decided 
to spend a vacation hiking over the 
Downs. As usual, I had quite overlooked 
the fact that the weather at that time of 
year would not be agreeable to one ac-
customed to warmer climates. However, I 
set forth one morning full of energy and 
confidence and managed to find sufficient in 
the scenery to indulge in "rapturous epistles 
to Nature" in the evenings. But on the 
fourth day things began to look different-
or rather feel different. I am by nature sub-
ject to colds in my head-a misfortune 
that brings not merely physical discomfort 
but, indeed, a sense of loss of dignity that 
is not easy to account for. So it was that 
no longer did I approach the doors of the 
farmhouses with cheerful mien-on the con-
trary, my appearance rendered me an ob-
ject of suspicion and doubt. No longer the 
"traveller," I had become the "suspected 
tramp," and so full of dignity I no longer 
sought for shelter at evening, but slept 
under what I told myself was the "great 
starry dome of Nature." 
And so I caught my "disease"-! say 
"my disease" for apparently it was obvious 
to no one else-how should they know the 
frightful pain in my chest? This is indeed 
true- how should they? But what makes 
one lose one's faith in the charity of human 
beings is the fact that men refuse to acknow-
ledge that it ever exists. 
It is easy to understand that on the fifth 
day of my hike my one desire was to find 
and place myself in the hands of the nearest 
physician. So with great rejoicing I arrived 
at A- just as the sun was setting. As usual, 
I was treated with the suspicion to which 
I had become accustomed and my enquiries 
for the local doctor seemed merely to be 
expected. To my surprise I was referred to 
a small hut about a mile out of the town. 
My questions elicited no reply beyond that 
I should find him a most entertaining man. 
At six o'clock in the evening I laboriously 
set out for the hut on the hillside and fell 
to speculating how sufferers made the jour-
ney and what could possess an individual 
to ignore all the dictates of economic ad-
vantage and to set himself up in a spot so 
inaccessible that it would only be visited 
by those who feared their health might land 
them in even less satisfactory quarters. 
On my arrival I knocked at the door and 
found it opened by a very neat little man, 
who had nothing of the air of the eccentric 
about him. With courtesy he showed me in, 
but as soon as I commenced to recount the 
tortures through which I was suffering he 
held up hi hand. " I am sorry," he said, 
"but to-night I am expecting a visitor and 
have no time to attend to patients." I was 
just about to protest when he added-
" It is very beautiful." 
"What?" I demanded. 
" It! My visitor; I brought it into the 
world." 
"Why 'it'," I enquired. 
He gave me a shy look. 
"Wait and see," he said. 
With this he began to attend to his stove, 
and I noticed that beyond the chair I sat 
on the cabin was devoid of furniture of any 
description . Thoroughly annoyed I strolled 
over to my casual host. 
" But, look here," I expostulated, " I am 
very ill. I have a cold, no, more than a cold 
-I cannot cough," and I proceeded to make 
those wheezing sounds associated with a cold 
in one's head. 
But it was of no avail-the doctor was 
adamant, and so for the sake of warmth I 
drew my chair nearer the fire. 
Then I thought of the bareness of the 
room and decided to ask my host why he 
did not set himself up in a more comfort-
able fashion. 
To my enquiry he gave a deaf ear at firsl, 
but quite suddenly he began. 
" I will tell you. It was just ten years ago 
that I finished my medical course, and after 
a y.ear in the hospitals I set up practise in 
the village yonder. Soon I began to earn a 
fair income, and being at the susceptible age 
and the omens being favourable I committed 
the supreme indiscretion-so common in 
youth-of falling in love. Her-the lady of 
May, 1931 GALMAHRA Page Thirteen 
my affections-feelings were the same as 
mine, and so there was quite an avalanche 
into the whirlpool of courtship. Soon we 
were engaged and I resolved to s.et about 
at once building up the home: with infinite 
care we planned every room, and finally 
nothing remained but to carry out the 
furnishing. This was done gradually as 
the money came in-for instance, the money 
1 received for removing Mrs. Smith's ap-
pendix enabled us to purchase our side-
board, while the amputation of Flonigans 
leg enabled us to secure a charming old 
china cupboard. Master Johnson's tonsils 
and Maria Hendrey's sneezes all had their 
place in my little home, while Thoma~ 
Andrews' gout supplied the entire linoleum 
throughout. 
" It was just a week before our wedding 
that everything was complete and I resolved, 
fooli~hly, no doubt, to invite some of my 
bachelor friends to celebrate. And so we 
sat around the festive board, and so, I am 
afraid we fared too well. With pleasure I 
showed them over my home to be, and im-
mense was their interest when I pointed 
out 'the appendix,' 'the tonsils,' 'the leg,' 
'the eyeball," etc. I be! ieve at this stage the 
articles of furniture had each become quite 
identified with the cause of its possession, 
yet it was with a light heart that I sank to 
rest. How long I slept I do not know, but 
I was soon disturbed by a strange sniffling 
noise and, sitting up, I observed black 
masses moving into my room "with a short, 
uneasy motion." Then I realised that it was 
my furniture, propelled by some unseen 
force. Amazed, I watched it parade before 
me-the linoleum, the carpets, the ice chest 
-all was there. Then I noticed that the 
movement continued within it-all was dis-
integrating and taking new forms. It 
seemed to be combining to make one whole. 
Quite startled by this time, I hid my head 
beneath the bedclothes and, on peeping out, 
I observed a form coll.ecting itself in my 
room. Slowly was it shaped and slowly 
advanced towards me-a figure-human--
but made up of Mr. Hamilton's hair, Mrs. 
Samson's eyes, Mr. Jones' right arm, Jackie 
Lack's left arm-need I say more. 
"To-night is the anniversary of-shall I 
say of-that 'creation' and, being sociable, 
'it' will be here to see me, and so that is 
why I cannot see any patients." 
He stopped. 
" But your wedding," I asked. 
"Ah!" he said, "I refused to enter the 
house again and to have any furniture as 
long as I continued my present profession. 
So, you see, the wedding was off." 
"Will you stay and meet 'it'?" 
It was then I left him and, having spent 
the night at the inn, I left next morning for 
home-by train. 
But as a memento of my visit I have still 
that frightful pain in my chest, due to lack 
of attention at the right time. Of course, 
doctors say that there is nothing wrong 
with me, but I no longer retain my high 
ideas of that profession. 
T.E.D. 
ON A HILL 
On a hill a light is burning, 
Overhead the sky is blue, 
And a vague and scarce-felt yearning 
vVakens in the breast anew. 
Youth is waking, girt with power, 
Striving after some far goal, 
Gaily dancing with the hour, 
Making life one perfect whole. 
Youth's the flame that burns so brightly, 
Blue the sky of hope o'erhead. 
Age rebukes we play so lightly. 
What care we? Age soon is dead. 
1\1. de Visme Gipps. 
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Parties 
PAUSE a moment, gentle reader. Do not, 
on looking at this title, allow yourself 
to think that I am about to insult your 
intelligence by making reference to any 
knotty political problems. The subjoined is 
absolutely non-political , for, in the parties 
to which I refer, camaraderie is not alto-
gether banned. Having, 1 trust. allayed 
your suspicions, I will proceed. 
The best parties are those that just hap-
pen, while next in order of merit are those 
which, though planned beforehand, leap ir.to 
a life of their own and take charge of 
themselves. 
The genus party has its various species: 
the tranquilly conservative, the con-
strainedly polite, and the wild party. That 
doubtful blessing, the talking screen, has 
given us another name for this latter species, 
a name, apparently, descended from some 
primitive feather-headed warrior of America, 
but our language is English, so, for the 
nonce, we will content ourselves with the 
term "wild." 
First, then, the tranquilly conservative, 
like the evening at the K'foopses. (You 
know K'foops, the senior clerk in the 
suburban branch of the bank.) As usual, 
everyone arrives at the K'foopses at 8.5 p.m. 
Immediate segregat:on of the sexes is the 
duty of the host and hostess, and, while the 
women are removing wraps, etc., the men 
stand on the verandah listening to the frogs. 
Someone remarks that K'foops has a very 
nice home, and the "wag of the party" signs 
on for the evening by asking if they cannot 
go and powder their noses too. By the time 
the ladies return, diplomatic relations have 
been established, and Mr. Simms, who is in 
the rival bank, you know, is beginning to 
talk shop to Mr. K'foops. Then comes the 
moment when every one meets everyone 
else's husband or wife, future or intended, 
except, of course, those whose names they 
do not catch. K'foops says they had better 
have some music, and proceeds to pump 
the " De ert Song " through the pianola. 
This sends a romantic thrill through the 
hardening pulses of Miss Snagge, the local 
school ma'am, who casts a basilisk eye on 
young De Jones, ledger clerk in K'foop 's 
office, and gallops after him for the rest 
of the evening. De Jones seeks refuge on 
the side porch, there to be joined by Uncle 
Henry, black sheep of the Clan K'foops, 
and, the trend of their conversation being 
sensed by the hostess, we feel justified in 
predicting that they will not be invited to 
K'foopses again. 
Then comes the proud moment for Mr. 
and Mrs. K'foops. Aubrey, the infant 
prodigy, the darling of his mother's heart, 
the apple of his father's eye, and the butt 
of the juvenile practical jokers of the 
neighbourhood, declaims in accents shrill 
and with accent as regular and marked as 
the tick of the family clock, the word:, of 
the Charge of the Light Brigade. In the 
meantime there are dances and competitions, 
the latter all being won by the Brownes, 
who came for that purpose and went home 
as soon as they collected their prizes; to 
wit: two bottles of scent (cheap) and a tie 
(d itto). The musical items include, "Oh, 
Let me Like a Soldier Fall," being a grocer's 
assistant's conception of death on the field 
of battle, every shell a dry biscuit, and every 
shell-hole a tea bin; and "Logged in the 
Gradle of the Deep," ~y Mr. Pottinger, with 
a cold in his head (it would have been bet-
ter for his head and ours if he had stayed 
at home). The "wag" of the party renders a 
classic ditty having reference to the appli-
cation of Fly-tox to an aunt whom we have 
not met, and everyone howls the " Stein 
Song" in a manner that would put a Maine 
student to shame and desperation. 
Well, you know how the K'foopses' party 
ended: When 11 o'clock drew near, young 
De Jones kept farther away from Miss 
Snagge, and Sadie Saddeyes, who thought 
Bill Smith and Arthur Fisher would have a 
fight to decide which should escort her to 
her domicile, had to take herself home, for 
the two swain went off with "those two cats 
from Coorparoo." 
The "polite" party, of course, is the one 
where the guests are all in evening dress; 
the gentlemen like advertisements for Black 
and White Whisky, and the lacies, glistening 
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with jewels of cut-glass. Here everything 
goes like clockwork: the men are handed 
cigars and cocktail at discr.eet intervals; 
the ladies spend the evening giving the 
woman's view on politics or concocting some 
fresh scandal. Everyone is delighted to meet 
everyone els.e, and delighted to see the last 
of them when midnight comes. 
Enough of that (the Editor said more 
than enough), let's get on with the "wild ' 
party, which, 1 expect, requires but little 
introduction. Before Bill Fil!'uagain and his 
wife have finished trying to fit all the beer 
into the Kelvinator, the invading army, 
replete with bottles of stagger juice, 
che.ese sandwiches, and approaching hic-
coughs, arrives on the scene. The bar is 
officially opened in the kitchen, and ere 
• 
long the party spreads itself over the house. 
The besiegers set about wrecking the Fillu-
again home in a business-like fashion. What 
will not break they burn with cigarette butts 
or saturate with alcoholic beverages. Acro-
batics in the living-room, a lion hunt or 
some such pastime under the dining-room 
suite, and elbow-b:ending everywhere, all 
play their respective parts in the great work. 
At 4.30 a.m. the staider spirits stagger 
homewards, and the remainder wander 
about, falling over the snoring casualties 
and silent "dead." Later in the morning 
Mrs. Filluagain shifts a keg from the gas 
stove and cooks breakfast, while Filluagai11 
hoses out the house and endeavours to 
pacify scandalised neighbours. 
J A.B. 
~'"''JI~ 
Man and Nature 
THOUSANDS of birds, beautiful timber, brilliant insect life, a clear stream, run-
ning quietly in its pebble-strewn bed, a 
secluded camp on the creek bank-it was 
indeed a welcome change from the oppres-
sive grind of third term to join camp with 
a survey party ten miles from the nearest 
township. 'Twas no extraordinary locality, 
yet perhaps it was just that contrast that 
made the beauty and the peacefulness of 
the bush more real to me than ever before. 
Time passes on and many memories fade; 
yet one impression of that delightful four 
we.eks persists, perhaps because it was so 
alien to the general one. It centres in the 
camp gun. 
It was a simple pea-rifle, belonging to one 
of the younger members of the party; in-
capable in itself of .evil intent, yet a willing 
servant of man. It served to provide after-
dinner amusement in the twilight, and many 
were the boasts we made and loud was the 
banter we exchanged as w.e vied with one 
another in shooting at improvised targets. 
Our favourite marks were a piece of card-
board fastened to a nearby tree and the 
wires hanging above the camp fir.e. We 
sometimes threw a tin into the air and shot 
at it as it fell, and proud indeed was the 
man who, amid a multitude of our "wides," 
managed to hit this difficult mark three 
times in succession. 
Half a mile from the camp there was a 
depression a few acres in extent-a shallow 
expanse of water overgrown with lilies, where 
ducks, water-hens and cranes swam and 
waded, unmolested. I remember creeping 
down there one evening in the hope of shoot-
ing a duck. At first sign of my approach the: 
ducks on the near bank took to the water 
Thereafter I approached more stealthily 
keeping behind the tree trunks and finally 
crawling, as near as I could to the water's 
edge, without exposing myself. There was 
a pair of ducks swimming apart from the 
rest and somewhat nearer me-" Roaming 
in the gloaming," I thought, and they 
seemed quite happy in their occupation. I 
took aim and fired. I was never a crack shot 
and, as the distance was great, I was not 
surprised when I missed. Nor was I sorry. 
It was just that I suddenly saw things hum 
the duck's point of view, and from that 
moment I had no further desire to shoot 
them nor any other cr.eature of that beau-
tiful wilderness. 
Dusk began to deepen. The plaintive cry 
of the plover rose above the quacking of 
the ducks, and the good-humoured chorus 
of the kookaburras at evensong came from 
the nearby trees. We used to say that the 
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jackasses were "telling yarns" before going 
to bed; and at every renew.ed outburst, 
'·That was a good one!" Their laughter was 
always the last thing to be heard at night. 
Presently, with a loud screeching, a large 
white cockatoo flew down to drink on the 
other side of th.e lagoon. I could see him 
dimly through the gloom looking like a 
white see-saw, head down and tail up, to get 
his beak into the water, then upright again 
while the refreshment trickled down his 
throat. Then he fl.ew away with continued 
screeching. I thought of the refined voices 
of the cockatoos in our Botanical Gardens. 
He had my good wishes as he sped on 
his way, but I fear they were of little avail. 
Several days later, returning from a swim, 
I found the dead body of a cockatoo adorn-
ing the tent rail, proudly displayed by the 
owner of the gun. The last I saw of the 
bird was just a few scattered feathers, left 
by the dog in the neighbourhood of the 
camp. 
Now, picture a wide, flat-topped ridge 
with a gentle slope down from the lonely 
road and extending, forest-clad , for miles. 
It would be an over-estimate to say that 
one human being in the course of a year 
came to break the solitude-a beautiful 
spot, a grove of she-oaks, with a thick car-
pet of grass and oak needles. An afternoon 
walk took us through this inspiring piece 
of country. As we advanced we came upon 
a spot where the grass had been flattened-
the "camp" of an animal. Presently we 
came upon the kangaroos themselves. They 
were disturbed at our approach, but not 
startled, and retired to a distance to watch. 
Now for our friend with the gun! His one 
desire was to "get" a beast. It is no bitter 
antagonism towards the animal, no desire 
for its skin or its flesh that prompts him. 
He is doing it, as he would tell you, for 
the sport. He fires. No result, except to 
startle the animals into flight. We advance 
for perhaps half a mile, and again we see 
a group of kangaroos ahead. The first shot 
disturbs them and they scatter. One un-
fortunate doe, however, with feminine 
curiosity, halts in her flight to survey the 
intruders. Again a shot and th.e animal 
starts away. But she is rapidly overcome by 
the bullet in her flank and soon falls dead. 
It is indeed a thing of pride to the 
vanquisher, it is a tribute to the excellence 
of the gun, but surely it must bring as much 
fear, mistrust, and hatred of mankind into 
the mind of the animal as it can possibly 
contain. 
It is another member of the party who 
removes the tail and leg of the dead beast. 
That same afternoon, as we were returning 
we encountered a "goanna"; a fearsome 
looking creature, it is true, but quite harm-
less. The creatures of the bush in their 
movements and their habits are a fascinating 
study. It is just "life," that spark of in-
telligent animation that makes them so, 
that gives purpose and co-ordination, and 
hence interest to their actions. The "goanna" 
is no exception. The men in a neighbouring 
camp used to tame the reptiles so that they 
would come and eat scraps of food round 
the camp. 
But to our friend of the gun the "goanna" 
was merely an object for the exhibition of 
his skill. The creature had taken refuge in 
a small tree and was surveying us with an 
interest that seemed to hold little of fear. 
Again the shot and a triumphant exclama-
tion: "Got him!" The "goanna" slipped 
and caught in a fork of the tree. The now 
lifeless head fell back and blood began to 
drip-drip-drip. 
We drov.e back to the camp along the 
road through the bush in the late afternoon. 
On the way we saw two large blue pigeons. 
It was a signal to stop, and the hunter set 
out, gun in hand, this time with the justi-
fication that pigeons are edible. The first 
shot drov.e the bird into a neighbouring tree, 
whence the second shot brought it down. 
The bird was despatched by the simple 
method of pulling its head off. The mate 
flew away forlorn. I felt sad amid the general 
rejoicing, for it seem.ed to me that pigeons, 
too, have a right to enjoy one another's 
society on Sunday afternoons. There was 
kangaroo tail soup and stewed pigeon for 
dinner the following evening, but somehow 
I had no appetite for such dishes. 
GREASER. 
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Some New Shades 
GENTLE student, if your thoughts have 
never wandered over the vistas of the 
past, for one moment, I beseech, let your 
ears rest from the strident voices of lecturers 
and for a brief space cast your eyes from 
the unseemly heiroglyphics that adorn the 
walls and, breathing the fragrance of old 
lavender, listen for a moment for the faint 
swish of silk as some timid ghost makes its 
way to our uninteresting cupboard. For 
not to-day will this be the University, but 
let the corridors ring with the merry 
laughter of fifty years ago when the more 
mellow plastered ceilings resounded to the 
voice of the representatives of that most 
august sovereign, Queen Victoria. Not then 
was the peace disturbed by shrieking school-
boys nor the shrill piping of the "Figaro" 
players. But on that strangely shaped piece 
of lawn-by some queer accident a miracle 
of grace-walked stately peacocks rearing 
their proud tails as down the drive swept 
the noble carriage of a consul of some 
powerful State to visit His Excellency. 
His Excellency! Not then could an 
ambitious scholar pave his way to future 
greatness. His Excellency! Almost the name 
conjures up a vision of gold braid, and ~oft 
music with graceful ladies, sweet flowers .... 
delicate perfume .... 
We are living fifty years ago. Not then 
did football players slap their naked bodies 
in that old pigeon croft. But scandalous 
is the story of the day when the Lady A., 
missing one of her pigeons, espied the un-
fortunate fantail essaying the perilous 
flight across the river. Need I recount how 
Captain Y , seeing both the bird's and the 
lady's distress, swam the stream and, 
rescuing the bird that had settled in some 
garden on the opposite bank, swam once 
again to the lady's side. Shame to relate 
that fair lady forgetting prudence had left 
His Excellency's gardens and awaited th ,~ 
swimmer on the river bank. But in those 
days the height of indiscretion was to leave 
the gardens unchaperoned. To-day thetc 
are no gardens across the river, but a t w:er 
of corrugated iron sends a commercial mes-
sage, and the roses have faded. Nor was 
the Domain that vast unarboi.;red expanse 
that it is to-day-you see, : ... <<dy A. was 
indiscreet. 
Where now one finds the Museum in the 
Gardens, was situated Brisbane's first zoo. 
There sported our Simian progenitors for 
the amusement of our immediate ones. An<l 
! have heard it told that a lady expressed 
amazement to her gay gallant that her 
shapely form should have developed from 
that of such an ugly animal. If we could 
have read the mind of Barnzo, the baby 
chimpanzee, we should have found that ~.e 
too was doubting the Darwinian hypothesis 
-for Banizo had not then seen a lady with-
out a bustle. 
More tragic was the accident to that 
youthful Governor Lord Y. who, with 
stately dignity, played at tennis with a party 
of ladies on the present staff courts ( wh~re 
now, unkindly fate, Mr.- gambols w~th 
naked ankles). And as the game mernly 
progressed, one lady sent mightily a ball 
over the netting into the gardens. L?rd '(., 
with true chivalry, hastened to retneve 1t. 
But, alas, Barnzo did not recognise his 
august excellency when he pre_cipitated h!m-
self into his enclosure and, selZlng the vice-
regal legs, bereft him of that phy~i~al 
covering so necessary to the respectability 
of all men. When Lord Y. hastily returned 
-minus-we hope and have no doubt that 
he managed to retain his dignity. Be it not 
thought, however, that Barnzo. was .con~ent 
with the part he had played 111 this little 
drama, for, having tired of the stolen gar-
ment, he flung it from his enclosure. Then-
si qua fata rumpas-it fell into the hands 
of some evilly disposed person (doubtless 
a premature Communist), who rushed into 
print with the ungraceful announcement, 
"Found in Acclimatization Gardens the 
former pants of His Excellency the 
Governor, etc." 
Not easy is it to forget the ignorance of 
that A.D.C. who, on being informed that a 
man had arrived "to etch," replied that he 
had done nothing else since h.e had come 
to the country. To his credit, let it be added, 
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that he made the discovery in this connec-
tion of another of the virtues of that mosl 
V_)rsatile animal, the cow. 
And finally let me · recount the mystery 
of the death of Captain Gibbon. If you do 
not know the main-hall of the University, 
let me first explain its arrangement. The 
~ntrance is under a portico, and at the far 
end of the hall is situated the grand stair-
way. This stairway takes two rightangular 
turns in reaching the second storey, and thus 
form s three sides of a well open to the hall. 
At the top of the stairway, stretching right 
.across the hall, is a landing. Above the 
stairway is a window, and on either side of 
it a large mirror of similar shape. Thus a 
person walking across the landing would 
first see himself in one mirror, then he would 
come opposite to the window, and would 
then see himself in the other mirror. The 
window in question opens on to a verandah 
which runs along behind the mirrors. And 
for our story. 
It was in 188-- that Lord A. was enter-
taining Lady Elaine, Captain Gibbon and 
Captain Ryde. Lady Elaine was famed for 
her exceptional beauty, and the hearts of all 
young colonists had been aflutter since her 
dainty foot had stepped off the sailing ship 
at North Quay. Lady Elaine was forty-
Lady Elaine was poor, but, as no one knew 
these facts Lady Elain.e was happy: for she 
could hide the former and hoped to repai;· 
the latter. Here she met Captain Gibbon-
dark and swarthy- an overseas adventurer 
whose reputation was shady in at least two 
continents. Just when that church that 
stood in Queen's Park was preparing to 
sound its wedding peal, there stepped off 
the Brethensa Captain Ryde, whose heart 
had in London been laid at the feet of Elaine 
for many seasons. 
And this gallant, making his way to 
Government House, encountered his former 
enchantress. Now, alas, the lady learned nol 
only of her fi::rnce 's former peccadillos, but 
even of a little wife wearing out her heart 
in the backwoods of Buckinghamshire. Lady 
Elaine was fierce in her condemnation and 
indignation and, realising that gold alone 
could heal her broken heart, she sent for 
her former lover. Finally she dismissed him 
with the news that a more successful rival 
would shortly visit her- "and scoundrel 
hence!" 
For all his faults, let it not be said that 
Captain Gibbon was faint hearted ; furious 
in his thwarted affection he swore to avenge 
himself and, brandishing a pistol , he awaited 
the arrival of Captain Ryde. Slowly he 
walked up and down that landing at the 
head of the stairs waiting to hear that foot-
step on the balcony and to see the shadow 
on the window between the mirrors. But,_ 
as the rejected lover perambulated up and 
down waiting to shoot his rival when he 
spied him through the window, he looked 
suddenly up and, mistaking his own reflec-
tion in one qf those long sinister mirrors, 
he fired and-when they picked up his 
body there was nothing to tell the cause of 
death except a shattered mirror. In his 
pocket was found a will leaving all hi s 
property to Lady Elaine, and no one can 
question the kindness with which she acted 
- for when she heard of the settlement with 
true nobleness she decided to save that little 
wife in Buckinghamshire from the pain of 
her husband's exposure-and also the little 
legacy would just enable her lover and her-
self to set up house. 
Nothing on earth is as thorough as a 
thoughtful woman. 
And now we must close our recollections 
and again hurry these shades to their cup-
boards- and if these new shades are insub-
stantial , should one wonder, for they arc 
but the shades of phantoms and those but 
phantcms of the imagination. 
T.E.D. 
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Working Class 
I F the world were in its right senses and 
could view itself in correct perspective, 
the one group of people to be clothed with 
dignity and honour and social standing 
would surely be called the "working class." 
Those who do not work are parasites or, al 
least, a burden on those who do. Unfor-
tunately "working class" has come to be a 
gentle sneer, implying the lower strata of 
the social system. We include all wage-
earning and unemployed industrial opera-
t'ves, labourers, skilled labourers, and 
artisans, but no others; and with typically 
human stupidity a great many people accept 
the striker, the communist, and the unem-
ployable as typical of the "working class." 
This absurd inconsistency is always present; 
one of the many untrue "obvious truths." 
At first sight it does seem natural to group 
all industrial operatives together, for they 
are employed in large groups under similar 
organisations and at comparable wage levels, 
hence the "working class," similarly a 
"middle class" working in different sur-
roundings and organisation and a higher 
\\·age level, and finally a "capitalistic class," 
can be picked out. The farmer and the 
professional man are further distinct groups. 
but as both carry on quietly and unceasingly 
they are ignored by th.e average man-they 
are not real to him and are conveniently 
lumped into the "middle class." These are 
rather sweeping assertions, and probably 
represent a vi.ew more from the "working 
class" standpoint, if that differs from the 
others. They are, however, conceptions 
which are common enough in ordinary 
thought on matters political, economical, 
and social; and conceptions which, with 
respect to these three matters, are very much 
at fault. 
The idea of the "working class" is the 
most dangerous of all; and, though our 
present ideas of it may be more or less 
faithfully derived from the appalling con-
ditions of the industrial worker of a century 
ago, and until the Trade Unions became 
strong-they will not fit the present world. 
I maintain that a great deal of the present 
industrial friction is due to our persistence 
in thinking of a "working class," of "the 
masses." Th.e worker is not regarded as an 
individual, but as a member of the class 
with the characteristics of that class; he is 
a definite portion of the plant, with the 
machinery as another portion and stock as 
the third. 1 would not be so rash as to 
suggest that men are treated as machines; 
th.ey have shown the impossibility of that; 
but they are not treated as individuals. For 
instance, a man might describe a machine 
shop by giving details of the building and 
111.achinery, of the stock carried and manu-
factured, and of the men by saying, "a fore-
man, ten fitters, ten turners, t.en labourers," 
and so on. This is quite satisfactory as fa~ 
as the routine of manufacture is concerned, 
but as soon as such questions as wage~, 
hours, promotion, social and welfare work 
ar.e considered, the description is hopeless, 
as it is when we examine relations with 
society as a whole. A better descriptiun 
would be :-one communist, seven ineffi-
cients, twenty-two conscientious workers 
and so on. You cannot group all men who 
\\'ear overalls into one class and dump Lher: 
al the foot of the social ladder. There is a~ 
much difference between one worker and 
:mother, as there is between a chimney sweep 
and the Prince of Wales. 
As examples of the failure of this "work-
ing class" idea, I would first quote from a 
recent American engineering journal. Jn 
r.eviewing the past year, it states that several 
large enterprises have curtailed their "wel-
fare work" because men could not be made 
to group according to their employme1~t. 
A workshop social club instead of giving 
the unfortunate worker a little pleasure 
spoils his evening at a dance. He wishes to 
enjoy himself with his own friends, possibly 
cf different "classes," but feels he is doing 
wrong in absenting himself from the 
"workers' " function. 
A v.ery different instance from a Queens-
land workshop is that of wage-fixing. The 
employer instituted piece-work rates, on the 
assumption that all boilermakers would 
work so much faster to gain a little more. 
One of the men was a giant who could work 
single-handed at almost twice the rate of 
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any other. His huge cheques caused a re-
duction of the piece-rates, thus imposing 
hardship on many steady workers and dis-
content, which quickly wrecked the scheme. 
In another shop where individuality was 
recognised, a system of payment by results 
is still working satisfactorily. Here the 
shop as a whole is paid by its output. The 
men themselves see that no one overspeeds 
and, of course, that there is no slacking. 
Wa~es are guaranteed by the firm and a 
usual surplus is divided pro rata . 
These several illustrations show that 
workers must be considered as individual 
men. An appeal to personal experience is 
equally effective. Hundreds of "workers" 
live near, play tennis with and are generally 
fri endly with , hundreds of "middle class" 
men, they have almost everything in com-
mon with them; yet between nine o'clock 
and five o'clock, herded into classes in office 
and factory, they will talk bitterly about 
the other "cl ass." 
Though it is so absurd and dangerous 
and wrong, these classes do actually exist, 
not as groups of simil ar people, but as 
groups of people who, because of common 
causes in the past act together. The "work-
ing class " as a whole, has a strong sense 
of its own worth. It feels that, as the pro-
ducers of wealth , the workers are the most 
important people in the community ; but 
it forgets that farmers are workers. This is 
understandable, for the farmer is not a 
reality to the city man and has few interests 
in common. But besides the pride of his 
productiveness the worker looks down on 
the clerk from the pride of his skill. Cer-
tainly the artisan has started off in his 
career with a definite purpose, and for years 
of his youth has studied hard at night classes 
after a day's work to "get his trade." But 
in our "working class" we herd with him 
the labourer, who, like many a clerk, has 
just drifted into a job And because we do 
not differentiate sufficiently between the 
two, by wages or by social status, there is 
no oportunity now for a labourer to learn 
a trade. A second and more fateful charac-
teristic is the solidarity of the "working 
class" in action. It fears oppression, perhaps 
rightly so; it does not realise the value of 
the work of the other "classes," chiefly 
through an understandable and excuseable 
ignorance. So, for the good of a class which 
does not exist, save between eight in the 
morning and five at night, the worker 
abandons all personal hopes. 
I have seen a strike meeting. It was a 
serious affair; no wild enthusiasm, no over-
whelming emotion, just a calm discus-
sion of what was believed to be good. The 
strike threat was carried. Very few meetings 
are like this ; but the fact that these few 
do happen shows the pmyer of the "working 
class"-power which may be for evil , and 
will be for evil if we allow this class idea 
to persist, even for eight hours a day. The 
whole idea is false ; its logical conclusion 
is revolution and slaughter and disillusion-
ment. Our political system, our newspapers 
foster the strife, keep up the division into 
artificial classes according to the type of 
work. Discontent at being confined in class 
bounds, is cunningly turned to hatred of 
those outside the bounds. The red flag of 
revolution is menacingly near ; those of us 
in Newcastle eighteen months ago saw a 
chilling vision of it which was all too real. 
Higher wages and lower hours are of no 
avail. Like powerful drugs, they may annul 
this power of self-sacrifice and of high ideal. 
They may excite still more suspicion and 
jealousy and greed. There is but one way 
to turn this power to good. It can be done. 
A leader is always appreciated by his men ; 
a man who can do their jobs better than 
they can, who knows their difficulties, who 
has shared their fellowship-I say it as a 
fact of experience not as a hopeful theory. 
Leading hands-workers at the head of 
small groups under the same foreman have 
a splendid influence for harmony and effi-
ciency, being workers themselves and 
capable men; foremen are not unpopular 
if they know their job .and the jobs their 
men have to do; while a manager who can 
in the same way lead his men by doing his 
own job well and showing them how to do 
theirs, will always have a contented shop, 
no matter how high his salary or strict his 
rules. But let the manager be an accountant 
who knows nothing of manual work, let him 
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be unjust, and class feeling will spring from 
nothing. Another hopeful sign is that where 
there is bitterness against the clerks it is· 
only because of injustice (e.g., in a certain 
factory the clerks had a half-day off to see 
Amy Johnson, the men had nothing and 
still talk about it) or of snobbishness; no 
one bothers much about the higher pay or 
shorter hours. So let the leaders lead, not 
push; I.et the capitalist come down from his 
high stool and shake hands with his workers, 
TO GWYNNETH 
I wou ld I were some rustic Corydon, 
That thou, mine Amaryllis, might with me 
l\fake sport all day where sweet the sunlight 
shone 
And every bird sang clear for love of thee; 
For I would braid of rose and meadow-sweet 
A coronal to grace thy darling brow, 
And lay my simple treasures at thy feet -
Symbol of rule thou holdest even now. 
And thou, enthroned upon a little hill, 
Sometimes, perchance, wouldst smile upon thy 
slave 
As though half promising against thy will 
The love he sought, but had not dared to 
crave. 
These are my dreams, the solace of my day. 
Which joy my heart, yet dream-like pass away. 
"JUNIUS." 
not as slaves to be bullied or creatures to be 
pitied, but as fellowmen; let us all covet 
the pride of our productiveness, and the 
old, hopeless, artificial class bonds will 
vanish, and the working man will carry the 
world to a higher place than it has reached 
before. 
It might help if we remembered that 
Christ was a carpenter. 
I. McC. S. 
LOVE'S EVENING 
Had I but known thee less and loved thee more, 
Or had I known thee more and loved thee less, 
Then, like the sand upon some distant shore, 
Might I have viewed your spotless loveliness; 
And as that sand with strange and shapeless 
hills 
Builds castles and quaint ruins beside the sea, 
With fairy palaces and crumbling mills 
And towers built in Fancy's masonry -
So had I built for thee a soul apart, 
And to my love have reared an abstract shrine; 
Yet-though I heard the promptings of my 
heart-
Still did I think of thee as one sublime. 
Oh! had I worshipped thee for what thou art, 




Out of the fire of the sky, 
Out of the dream of the west, 
There can come forth no thing 
But wildness and unrest. 
Flowers that break with a flame, 
Flowers as gold as the sand, 
White flowers, driven and blown, 
White as a woman's hand. 
Straightness ana stillness of trees, 
Patience and gloom of the wood -
Here is the glamour of dreams, ' 
But nought of content or of good. 
Only the light of the heart 
Can break through the web of desire; 
Only the solace of love 
Can temper the spirit's fire. 
T.M.H. 
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Fairy Stuff 
[Editor's Note.-This makes our "Ex Cathadra" premature. 
We publish this as an exam ple of the art of imitation.] 
It :;eemed last night a fairy came, 
With wings of silver and of flame; 
Upon her head were berries red, 
And Delia was her name. 
She laughing danced upon the green, 
And, wishing to remain unseen, 
She leapt upon a buttercup 
To see if I had wakened up. 
To her surprise 
I moved my eyes -
Then full of fear she fled. 
But then I found, on looking 
round, 
A fan upon my bed. 
Transfused with hidden tire 
it glowed, 
And all the rainbow's tints 
it showed; 
Its framework was a feather 
frail, 
Plucked from a fairy pea-
cock's tail. 
'l'hen did I spy 
A dragon-fly 
Had lent a filmy wing; 
The butterfly had helped to 
dye 
This very dainty thing; 
The glow-worm bright 
donated light, 
The spider lent his thread, 
And for its chain a slender strain 
Plucked from a silk-worm's head. 
And while I gazed I was amazed 
To see a fallen peach leaf raised, 
And though they tried themselves to hide, 
A fairy host I saw_ 
Their torches shone so clear upon 
The armour that they wore, 
My eyes were dazzled at the sight 
Of such a speck of brilliant light. 
Unknowing that I could descry 
Their warlike band, I heard one cry: 
" Sure Delia's fan by mortal man 
Is stolen. Then will I 
In valiant combat punish men 
Till none on earth remain, and then 
Safe homeward will I hie, 
And rest in peace with Delia fair; 
But now for battle I prepare." 
He drew his sword-a hornet's sting, 
A venomous and nasty thing-
Then on my bed-post did he leap, 
Stout fairy, thinking me asleep. 
He then upraised his steel-clad hand 
And, turning to his warrior · band, 
With valiant show 
Addressed them so: 
·'My Delia may be fanned 
By me alone, and with that 
fan, 
Stolen from Delia by this 
man; 
The fan I gave her when she 
said 
This humble fairy would she 
wed." 
But then on a mosqulto"s 
back 
I saw an elfin clad in black . 
The fairy also spied the 
sprite. 
"Ho, ho!" quoth he, "In 
mortal fight 
I challenge thee to stand 
In some dark shade in goblin 
glade 
For gracious Delia's hand; 
For thou hast dared to rival me, 
And, sir, I say this shall not be, 
I say this shall not be." 
And quite forgetful of the fan, 
The fairy and the elfin ran 
To battle there and then. 
They must have waged their strife till dawn, 
For though I waited up till morn 
They did not come again. 
And then for Delia's fan I sought, 
Although my search availed me nought. 
I did espy a firefly 
By some foul spider caught; 
His body now bereft of light, 
He lingered on in sorry plight, 
To find an unexpected doom 
In that frail cobweb in my room. 
T.E.D. 
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IDYLL SKIES 
When the dawn is softly breaking 
To my casement opened wide, 
0 little breeze come dancing -
Then in my garden hide. 
There are lovers of the blue skies, 
The burnished skies, the riew skies, 
Where windy distance rings 
With rocky torrents falling 
And husky blackbills calling 
And tell of all the loveliness 
That you have seen the while 
And the beat of scarlet wings. 
You lightly trod the northern hills 
And, passing, left your smile. 
I would that I could come with you 
And through the hours dance, 
There .are lovers of the white skies, 
The frozen skies, the light skies, 
With lost stars shining through, 
When across the marble arches 
The mountain squadron marches 
In coats of chilly blue. Or dream again of joy and love, 
Of century-old romance. 
For you are from a place of dreams, 
Where Beauty weaves her spell, 
And flowers there with fragrance fill 
Each lovely, hidden dell. 
But lovers of the yellow skies, 
The dim delightful mellow skies, 
Sweeter than skies of day, 
Know how the dark birds crying, 
Across thE\ faint gold flying, 
Are "·inging their souls away. 
A. Murray Smith. 
A DREAM OF A CHINA Cl'PBOAHD 
Come, little' Dre:;den maid, step from thy vase, 
Thou art not destined by an unkind fate 
To stand and look demurely . on the world 
And not once glance upon that Worcester plate, 
Where waits for thee a strapping country 
lad, 
\Vith coat of cornflour blue and hazel eye-
Surely thou wast not meant, Oh! Dresden maid, 
To scorn at love and haughtily stand by. 
And if to-morrow on my cupboard floor 
I find the dust disturbed by dainty feet, 
I shall but smile and trace them on their wa1 
Across the fruit-dish to the White-mill seat. · 
Nor shall I scold thee, little Dresden maid, 
And seek in shame to hide thee both from 
view, 
If on thy vase I find a lass in pink 
And at her side a country lad in blue. 
WHEX LlGH'l' DOTH DIE 
Soft on the sunset sky 
Bright daylight closes, 
Leaving, when light cloth die, 
Pale hues that mingling lie -
Ashes ot: roses. 
When loYe's warm sun is set, 
Love's brightness closes; 
Eyes with hot tears are wet, 
In hearts there linger yet 
Ashes of roses. 
N.C.T. 
c.w. 
J. M. Heale. 
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The Noblest Profession. 
BERRINGTON died yesterday. He was 
a strange individual, Berry, one whom 
neither I nor any other fellow-medico of 
my acquaintance could adequately under-
stand-and I suppose I should add, ap--
preciate. Throughout a friendship of roughly 
fifteen years duration, there seemed to b.e 
not more than two or three mutual interests 
or similarities of taste to prolong or enliven 
our intimacy, and yet intimate in a way we 
were, with that kind of intimacy, on my 
part, which grows up between doctor and 
patient from pure curiosity in the case, and 
on his, that which is felt by a priest for 
some protege his idealism is hoping to 
inspire. 
But Berrington, at any rate, from a 
strictly literal viewpoint, was neither patient 
nor priest. He was an excellent physician 
and a brilliant surgeon, wanting neither in 
good looks nor in charm of personality, and 
if I could call him unselfish, I do so with 
the reservation that he was a fool as well. 
Like many fools. he died all but penniless, 
with only his folly to thank for his poverty. 
As I intimated above, I have never under-
stood and, I say now, I make no pretence 
of understanding my friend Berrington. I 
see in myself one who had years of personal 
troubles and pecuniary difficulties to pass 
through before a certain persevering dis-
cretion brought me to that fairly eminent 
peak I now occupy in my profession-very 
comfortably off, still the possessor of clear 
brains and steady hands, and, I hope, not 
the least worthy member of the noblest pro-
fession mind can conceive of. Yet I do not 
for a moment hesitate to assert that there 
was nothing in the sphere of medical know-
ledge and personal medical skill wherein 
Berrington did not easily surpass me. In 
his profession he was superb. But in spite 
of this, in spite of the most temperate living, 
he died with barely tuppence ha'penny to 
his name. Well, I can but repeat that the 
man was a fool. 
He was a fool because his ideas of the 
profession were more than any member's 
pocket could stand for long. How he existed 
and maintained those ideas for half a life-
time will always be a mystery to me. He 
should have taken the Cloth, for his was 
the idealistic type of nature that seldom 
fails to answer the Call and make a very 
considerable success of it, sinking to the 
grave in holiness and poverty. He main-
tained and, of course, rightly, that the 
healing profession was the noblest in the 
world, but with this qualification (and here 
his folly becomes evident) that it was so 
only in so far as it was disconnected from 
any motive of personal reward. The idea 
of charging people for services rendered 
made him furious. He had won most of his 
training through scholarships, but he had 
a very small private income, just sufficient 
to feed him on lean fare and to supply him 
with any necessary medical apparatus or 
literature. He was as poor as a church-
mouse, as churchmouses go, but his practice 
was immense, especially among the poorer 
homes, whose inhabitants regarded him as 
an angel from heaven. He was continually 
being sent little things, such as eggs, or 
lemons, or pasties, and at X'mas time these 
presents from both rich and poor almost 
crowded him out of his unpretentious little 
bachelor cottage. He never refused such 
gifts, partly because he so seldom knew 
from whom they came and partly because he 
rru.essed the amusinN pride of many of his 
patients, to whom free ministration was some-
thing, lowering them in the social scale. But 
the social scale was nothing to Berrington. 
It was humanity he worked on, and he was 
the one doctor of my acquaintance on whom 
lay curses never seemed to fall. He was, 
therefore, very popular with the crowd-
with his skill, his personality, and his free 
attention, how could he be otherwise? By 
us, his fellow doctors, he was in a way 
ostracized-was he not shutting out from a 
lucrative practice some other beggar not 
so prudish as to fees? By those of the 
profession who did not know him very well 
he was certainly disliked and looked on as 
not a little mad. I well remember his 
quarrel with a celebrated specialist, of some 
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intimacy with Berrington. M- had charged 
a widow ten guineas for a tonsular opera-
tion, and considering, very properly, that 
he was letting her off lightly, grew rather 
impatient for his money. Berrington, into 
whose ken the woman came a short while 
after, discovered that she was in straitened 
circumstances and that M- was dunning 
her for his fees. She had paid a certain 
amount-I forget how much-but Berry, 
like the idiot he was, sent up the rest. M-
somehow found this out and, with rather 
tactless choice of terms, spoke to Berrington 
on the subject. Berrington finished by say-
ing that if he were a fool, he would never, 
pray God, be a rogue and a quack-salver 
endeavouring to squeeze out guineas from 
half-starved women for a three minutes 
piece of work. M- and Berry never spoke 
to each other again. Of course, Berrington 
acted preposterously, but it was only one 
of many similar preposterous acts during 
twenty preposterous years of practice. 
The arguments Berrington had over his 
actions, and the e1 emies he made on account 
of his vi.ews ranked score on score. He was 
too much of an idealist, as I said before, 
regarding the nobility of his profession, 
for any logical and practical argument 
against his opinions to have its expected 
crushing effect. His creed was that a sick man 
was a helpless man , and as such must be 
assisted by some brother from the great 
brotherhood of humanity. He held that to 
make money out of a sick and helpless man, 
simply because one possessed ability to 
nurse him back to health, was utter beastli-
ness, and wholly abnormal as being against 
the dictates of every humane feeling. Of 
course, from this point of view we others 
who needed our guineas were quite outcast 
from any claim to nobility of profession: 
our motives were not sufficiently infused 
with the necessary strong doses of altruism 
-we were the bed vultures, sucking out 
blood money from our helpless victims. 
Indeed, indeed, intimacy with Berrington 
was at times more than a little trying, and 
1t was only my interest in the psychology 
of the man that time and again prevented 
a definite break in our friendship. 
" What," I once asked him, " would have 
happened if you had had no private income 
to support you in your earlier days?" 
. "I would have found some occupation 
not paid for in sick men's silver," he 
replied. 
"Such as?" 
"Literature, medical journalism, green~ 
grocery-anything." 
"Greengrocery? Food, of course . . Well 
now, a man pays for his food, does he not?" 
"As a rule." 
"And as a rule, willingly?" 
"The civilised man, I suppose, yes." 
"For what reason, willingly?" 
"To avoid hunger, starvation and-no, 
you needn't go on. Your argument is, that 
if it is right to pay for food to support life, 
then it is right to pay for medical services, 
hunger being inevitable and sickness, under 
present conditions, to some extent likewise. 
That isn't the point. A healthy man can 
feed himself without paying for his food-
he can become a peasant and grow his sus-
tenance; or shoot fowls, dogs, rats; or turn 
cannibal; or rob orchards; or get run in and 
fed by the Government. A sick man can't. 
That is my point. A sick man is dependent 
on someone if he's not to die like a home-
less street mongrel. And that someone, 
doctor, nurse, wife, companion, has no 
moral right to take advantage of his help·· 
lessness, to fleece him guinea after guinea, 
guinea after guinea. Don't you see the 
similarity between this and the case of the 
sandbagged man whose pockets the footpad 
is rifling?" 
"No, I'm sorry, but I don't!" 
"Why, the similarity lies in the fact that 
just as the one is a crime, so is the other." 
"Confound it, man!" I remember ex-
claiming, " Are we to spend six, eight, ten 
years even, in expensive training and blind-
ing study merely to come out of it all and 
stagger through life with pockets as empty 
as our stomachs? And the patients-those 
holy saints of yours! Do you presume to 
say that because they're sick they've got no 
guts whatever-that they can't snap or 
snarl or sting? What do you suppose us? 
Altruistic angels come down on earth to 
play with diseased and stinking bodies? ' 
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" Don't be a fool, Berrington !" 
"What you do or what you don't do, is 
entirely your own affair. The fundamental 
ethics of such a profession as ours have no 
concern with the immediate personal ex-
pediencies of its members, and I'm merely 
trying to convince you, hopelessly, I know, 
that as you and your friends regard it, there 
is nothing very noble about your minis-
tration. Old fellow, money and nobleness 
never do agree!" 
The climax came when his little store of 
capital suddenly went up in smoke. How 
it happened 1 don't know, but I remember 
how closely I watched Berrington in this 
very considerable test of his altruism. He 
went on with his gratuitous services, and 
refused any offers of charity that were made 
him. He contributed frequently and suc-
cessfully to various medical and literary 
journals, took in a boarder or two, and 
seemed, outwardly at any rate, to scrape 
along fairly well. No, with pockets lighter 
than ever, he remained the same Berrington 
from that time eighteen months ago to his 
death yesterday. 
Unselfish? Idealistic? Most noble example 
of a very noble profession? So he has been 
called. To my mind he was a perfect fool. 
BARON X. 
Word Pictures and-A Story 
I N a southern Art Gallery hang five paint-ings next to each other, with names similar 
to the sub-headings of this story. This is an 
effort to connect the five and to make a 
story of it, and in so doing to catch some of 
the spirit of the paintings. 
l. .HALWORTH. 
Somewhere in the distance the mewing of 
a gull broke the stillness of the summer 
afternoon. The square of the fishing village 
was strangely empty except for a housewife 
or two, who hurried from stall to stall with 
their big market baskets. It was a strange 
spot this, so rugged and desolate, with the 
little township nestling at the foot of the 
huge crags. It seemed that God had made 
it and forgotten it, or perhaps He had left 
it as perfect. The cottages of the fisher folk 
stretched around the little bay for some 
half-mile, each cottage exactly similar with 
it rough stone walls and shingled roof, 
liroken by a single quaint chimney stack, 
from which rose a thin streak of grey smoke. 
At the rear of each cottage was a lean-to, 
a fact which had once caused an American 
lady tourist to cry out, "How delightfully 
modern, each little home has a laundry 
just outside the kitchen." Halworth had no 
time for American tourists or their opinions 
for, as Mother Mathews had expressed it, 
"We can all do the washing we want in 
the kitchen tub, · laundry' dirty, I call it." 
But these humble people have great pride 
in their tiny homes and flower plots. Each 
doorstep and window sill is gleaming white 
with lime, not, as Mother Mathews told the 
American lady "to keep out the varmin," 
but so that Mother Topliss next door should 
have " Nothing to make me feel small aba't. ·· 
And on either side of each doorway was a 
carefully tended pot of geraniums, and 
well might Mother Benson be happy if tho~e 
unassuming leaves were broken with one 
little blossom of scarlet or brick red. On 
the shingle beach a few children were play-
ing-the girls in one group and the boys in 
another-for the idea that they might play 
together had never occurred to these 
youngsters. To the little boys it would have 
seemed an insult to suggest such a thing-
even Andy McPherson, aged three, did not 
deign to look towards the camps of youth-
ful femininity. Andy scorned them: for was 
he not dressed in a· grey flannel shirt like 
his big brothers with a neat pair of breeches 
and half a pair of braces. The fact that the 
braces had long since slipped and that three 
inches of his brown and fat little belly was 
exposed, looking for all the world like a 
plum pudding, did not worry him. 
1 n the bay lay at anchor a few fishing 
smacks under repair, or abandoned after 
long use, and occasionally the hammers 
could be heard or the song of the net-
menders. There was society at Halworth, 
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and the divisions were kept very strictly. 
To the simple minds of these village folk 
th:ere was no question of logic of such dis-
tinctions, for who could claim that those 
who earned their bread on land could com-
pare with the men that went forth with the 
nets. The fisherfolk preserved a fine con-
tempt for their Jess venturesome brethren, 
and although the village lads and lassies had 
many a gay flirtation when the fleet was out, 
it was recognised that on its return there 
should be a temporary lull. 
To the north and south of Halworth are 
great headlands, from which stretch 
treacherous shoals far out into the sea, thus 
making a safe harbour in clear weather, bul. 
in time of storm the perilous entrance 
claims its compensation for the safety 1t 
afforded. 
Climbing high on the crags guarding the 
entrance were two small forms. Rather in-
decorously had Matka Mathews and Tom 
Benson deserted their little playfellows to 
climb up on the headland together. Remon-
strations proved useless, and now even Andy 
had lain aside his virile resentment of 
Tkomas, for after all Thomas was valuable 
in that he could wiggle his ears-a necessary 
quality in the game of follow the leader. 
But the little couple up on the headling did 
not mind, for Matka was ten, while Thomas 
was twelve, and had not Thomas always 
given Matka a necklace of shells on her 
birthday for the last four years, and had 
not she always fed him on soft toffee on 
his. Hand in hand they clambered over the 
rocks. Once she fell and began to cry, but 
Thomas had wip.ed the dirt away from the 
bruised knee and, gallantly tearing off the 
tail of his shirt, had bound up the wound, 
and the little maid had swallowed her tears 
and once more hopped along beside him. 
When they reached the summit, they sat 
very still side by side until Thomas fumbled 
in his pocket and whispered, " Matka, d'ya 
remember what you said you'd give me if 
I bought you a snail shell?" Matka giggled. 
"! got it for you," he went on. Matka still 
giggled, but slid from the rock on which she 
was sitting to a place of secluded obscurity 
beneath, for she had her own ideas about 
village gossip. Thomas slid beside her, while 
Matka, remembering the recent tears, care-
fully removed the traces from her face. 
There is something refreshing about being 
kissed at the age of ten-much more so 
than the same operation at eighteen-viewed 
retrospectively. 
In the village Mother Mathews and 
Mother Benson were talking, "Yes, and a 
fine boy he'll be: he'd make a great man 
for my grandchil'; in two more years you'll 
be sending him out to the fleet, I suppose." 
Mother Benson's eyes hardened. "There's 
something about the sea that frightens me. 
Maybe it's the mewin' of the gulls, or maybe 
it's the roarin' of the storm. Sometimes it 
sounds like thousands of dead men singin'." 
"Och, woman," her companion replied, 
"what have you to worry about the sea, 
didn't yer man and yer own father die in 
their beds, while I lost my man and my son 
in the sea: do I be afraid? There's a deal 
of difference between the fisher and the land 
folk; the sea'll claim its own-better be 
taken by the sea than die in yer bed with 
the 'orrors as the town folk do." 
And on the hilltop Matka and Thomas 
were talking, "You'll soon be a big fisher-
man and go and leave me, Thomas," she 
began. But Thomas did not hurry to reply. 
Then hanging his head he answered, "But 
mother disna' like the sea, she says I bin 
more fit for the shore." Matka stared, for 
she had never thought of any life but that 
of the fisher. Suddenly she jump.ed up, 
"Thomas, do thou see it-the fleet?" 
Hand in hand they raced down the slopes 
towards the village. It seemed suddenly to 
have wakened up. Mothers hastened f01 
their children-the beach is no place for 
them when the fleet is coming back. Your.g 
Andy stood their soldily clapping his hands. 
In an instant, to mewing of the gulls was 
added a shriller cry. Mrs. McPh.erson had 
seen Andy's bare and fat little belly, and now 
she had turned Andy about and was slapping 
him on his equally bare obverse. Andy's 
cries rent the air. Of course, Andy did not 
mind the slapping, he was used to that, but 
he now realised how exposed he was in pub-
lic, and how shamefully he was being treated. 
Andy had very fixed ideas about men and 
women. 
Page Twenty-eight GALMAHRA May, 1931 
2. MATKA 
We have all seen the days of early sum-
mer when there is not a cloud in the sky--
an open stretch of blue, lifeless and still. J'he sun shines brightly, seeming not fixed 
m space, but to a great coloured dome. 
Through the ages men have lauded such 
days, but despite its magnificence the scene 
is-dead. One cloud to move in the wind 
would show life, but where there is nothing 
to relieve the fixity of the scene where there 
is nothing to relieve this pau;e in nature, 
then, though wrapped in beauty, we cannot 
f.end off that oppression borne of stillness, 
nor can we worship nature and creation to 
their full, if nature and creation sleep. 
And then there is the day of storm, when 
God awes us with his power. Then the day 
of early winter, when across the blue sky 
are moving clouds, now soft and fleecy, now 
huge and dark. Then does the day live, and 
then do we live with it. Now shining clear 
upon the blue water the sun reflects our 
moods; so.on there moves across it a great 
cloud-swift as our emotions the scene 
changes-the waters are green and the wind 
drops. Now shining, now eclipsed, the sun 
transforms all creation, and nature lives 
and we live with her. To such a day can i 
liken Matka. She was a strong and slender 
girl, her hair fell freely about her shoulders 
and in blackness equalled her eyes, he; 
bronze~ ar1?1s and legs cried contempt to 
the .white limbs of her acquaintances-ac-
quamtances, for Matka has few friends. 
Her moods were changeable, and she was 
both loved and feared. To the children she 
was a queen: they never feared her, but 
called her Beadice-for what four-year-old 
pair ?f lips could shape themselves to say 
Boadicea. From childhood Matka had 
loved to stand and gaze on the statue of 
that early queen standing in the village 
square, and when she was sixteen she had 
climbed the headland and, gazing out to 
sea, had struck that queenly attitude. Vil-
lagers had gazed ~1p in wonder believing it 
to be a ghost, until someone had cried " It 
it Matka-Matka Boadicea." ' 
From the age of fourteen she had de-
veloped rapidly and now at twenty she was 
perfect in her womanhood. No softening 
influence of the city had reached her, and 
no powder had besmirched her olive skin. 
Only on Sundays would she wear shoes to 
be hastily kicked off and carried home after 
the service. It was after the service one 
Sunday that Matka ran through the village 
square, and as she turned to the beach she 
saw someone waiting for her. " I was hopin' 
you would be here, Thomas, and I hurried 
so that we could walk home tog.ether before 
the others." 
The villagers did not understand Matka, 
and least of all did they understand 
her "keeping company" with Thomas. 
Mother Mathews also did not understand, 
for Thomas had grown up a "shore-man," 
who mended the nets for the fishers. It was 
common talk that he longed to be out in the 
boats, but Mother Benson would "cry and 
carry on" at the least mention of it. But 
Matka gave no sign of what she thought, 
and Mother Mathews found it best to say 
nothing on the subject, "for," she told 
Mother Topliss, "when I jus' said one word 
her eyes flashed and she came Jik.t to quiver 
all over." 
On this particular Sunday it was obvious 
that Thomas had something to say. "Matka, 
I .ha' asked you to marry me many times, 
will ye no tell me if thou wilt?" Matka 
gazed out to sea. "Do you not hear it, 
Thomas?" she asked, "the little voices call-
ing, calling. If I was a man .... " "If ye 
was a man, you'd go with the fishers but 
if ye. had} n;i,other like I have, wouJd ye 
no listen? But your mother's foolish, 
Thomas," she replied. "Can ye no make her 
see tha'., she's maki!1g all the villag.e laugh 
at you. Thomas did not reply, for by this 
tir:ie they had been joined by a group of 
children. Thomas walked on in silence, 
drawing at his pipe. He had been brought 
up as any true fisher, for his face gave no 
sign of what he was thinking. When they 
reached the cottage door Matka turned to 
him: "Well Thomas, will ye no have a bite 
to eat?" But Thomas shook his head. 
"Could I come round and talk to ye a bit 
this evening, Matka?" he asked, "I've been 
waiting a long time." Mother Mathews now 
came up to the little group: "Thomas says 
that he would like to come around in the 
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evening and talk to me, if ye will allow it." 
" Certainly," replied the old woman," come 
and spend an hour wi' us after your dinner, 
not often is it we have a man in the house." 
Thomas turned and walked towards the 
village. He was a fine boy, "savin'" as they 
all said " the fact that he be a shore man." 
Matka watched him go, she was strangely 
silent and strangely supreme standing there. 
The children did not understand this mood 
and one by one withdrew to the beach. 
Matka was looking toward the headland on 
which she had climbed with Thomas: she 
was thinking of that first kiss when she was 
ten. She had not known the kiss of twenty. 
That kiss at ten had been very pleasant. 
She looked out to sea. Matka preferred 
to view things retrospectively. 
3 THOMAS. 
Mother Benson was waiting with luncheon 
when her son returned home. She was justly 
proud of her boy, with his crisp, curly hair, 
" fine open face" and strapping six feet in 
height. Kiddies loved to ride on his broad 
shoulders, but to the townsfolk he always 
remained a "s!1ore" man . As Thomas 
strode into the cottage Mother Benson knew 
that something was wrong. He seldom went 
straight to his room, but for some time now 
she had realised that she must lose him, he 
had been acting strangely and Mother Ben-
son knew the signs. Very softly she tip-
toed into his bedroom and saw him stand-
ing at the window gazing out to sea. 
Mother Benson shuddered, and placing her 
hand on his shoulder said, "Your lunch is 
ready, boy, hasten or it will be cold." 
Thomas did not move. " D'ye hear the 
little voices, Mother," he asked; "d'ye hear 
them calling?" " ' Tis a woman you hear 
calling, my son, and it seems that you hear 
her voice strong.er than that of your 
mother." "The Fisher fleet go to-morrow," 
Thomas began . Mother Benson's eyes 
began to fill with tears. "Now stop your 
carryin' on," he said; "come in and let us 
have lunch." That evening Thomas made 
his way to Mathews' cottage, with heavy 
step, for he knew what would be the reply. 
Matka opened the door to meet him. She 
had dressed for the occasion in some soft 
white stuff which clung to her lithe form. 
"Take a seat, boy," she said; "and how is 
your mother?" Thomas seemed stung by 
this remark. Quietly he slid on his knees 
beside h.er-" There be some things over 
which we have no control; other:; will change 
as the winds. Some things are all different 
as the shapes of the pebbles on the shore. So 
are men and women shaped in their charac-
ter by that which we cannot change. Ye 
taunt me with my mother. Have I not told 
thee that she'd never let me go-leastwise I 
could go, but it would break her heart." 
Matka slowly walked to the window and 
looked out towards the sea. " Ye come to 
me Thomas on your knees," she said; "ye 
come to me with starch on your collar and 
your 'feet in shiny shoes. If you'll come to 
me with your hair on your face and the 
smell of salt about you , if you'll come to me 
from the seas, then I'll marry you, but tny 
folks have been fishers, and as yer cannot 
change the pebbles, yer canna change me. 
I love the fishers and would give my life for 
them. The fleet is sailing to-morrow, 
Thomas, ye have the answer." 
Wh.en Mother Mathews came in with the 
light, Matka was looking across the bay. 
"Has he gone," she asked. Matka nodded. 
" Didst tell him what thou said." Again 
she nodded. Mother Mathews crossed the 
room and closed the door. " Bless me," she 
cried, " ye seemed to have caught the spirit 
of that statue, sendin' yer man out like 
that. Come away from that windcw, ye look 
as if ye might be stone." 
4 THE STORM. 
Matka did not leave the cottage next day. 
She had watched the fleet go but had not 
allowed herself to wonder. Mother Mathews 
had gone to see it depart, but on her re-
turn she had said nothing to the girl. To-
wards noon big clouds had banked up. "The 
fleet will be meeting a storm," the old 
woman remarked; "they'll probably re-
turn at even' and wait for a less murky day." 
It was 8 o'clock when the storm burst. Matka 
had waited for it, but Mother Mathews had 
gone to bed. The sky had been a grey-
brown for the twilight lasts very late in those 
parts. Clouds banking up changed the 
scene from day to night and in the distance 
could be heard rumbling. Soon the sky was 
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rent by flashes of jagged lightening, followed 
by long sonorous rolls of thunder. Then the 
rain, beating with terrific violence-the 
storm in all its might crashing and shriek-
ing. Matka watched, unmoved, for since 
her girlhood she had seen many such 
storms. Something in her responded to this 
fierce rebellion of nature, but to-night-was 
Thomas there? She did not ask herself 
this question, but in her heart she felt sure 
that he would obey her. Mother Mathews 
soon found her way to the window. "No 
sign of the fleet?" she asked. Matka shook 
her head. Suddenly they heard a half-sup-
pressed whistle in the village. "The life-
boat," cried Matka, "it must be the fleet 
returning." Madly she rushed to the door, 
but Mother Mathews was quickly after her 
" Bide ye time, girl, thou'lt do more service 
if thee make a hot supper for the men." 
" But the fleet, the fleet," cried the girl. 
"'Tis no place for a young woman; you'll 
get the supper and 1 'II fetch the news." 
Something in her grandmother's eyes made 
Matka obey. Silently she watched her 
enveloped in the storm. 
When Mother Mathews returned the 
storm had subsided. She brought with her 
several men and their wives, as she knew 
Matka had prepared a hot meal. The girl 
was waiting for them at the door; she knew 
Mother Mathews too well to display any 
emotion, but followed her to the kitchen. 
No longer able to restrain herself, she cried, 
"The fishers, the fishers?" "They are all 
safe," the woman replied. Matka wept. "At 
last I have realised that I love him," she 
said, "gladly would I have given my life 
to save him. When 1 heard the boat go to 
the wreck I would have given everything 
to have been able to go with them, but, 
thank God, that he is safe." Mother Mathews 
crossed to her grandchild. "He was not 
with the fishers, girl,'' she said. Matka's 
sobbing ceased. For one moment she was 
very still, then she cried, " But still I love 
him though he be a shore man." Mother 
Mathews gazed into the fire. "The fishers 
are safe," she said, "but the rescue boat 
came back one short. I always told Mother 
Benson the sea'II claim its own." 
5. EVENING. 
Halworth was very quiet on that summer 
afternoon when Mother Trundle and 
Mother Topliss made their way to Mother 
Mathews' cottage. Young Sandy Trundle 
was in very high spirits, though he felt 
somewhat subdued since the arrival of a 
younger brother. The younger brother, 
wrapped in a grey rug, was on his way to 
pay a visit to his great-grandmother. "They 
are a bonny pair, Matka," said Mother 
Topliss, "the old woman must be proud of 
them." Matka smiled. "They'll never be 
able to get themselves away from her," she 
replied. 
Soon they approached the statue of 
Boadicea. "What a lady?" demanded young 
Sandy. Matka considered. " She was a very 
famous woman, Sandy, but very cruel." 
Mother Topliss looked up at the face, 
now unrecognisable. It had long been a 
mystery why, one night, Matka had climbed 
up the pedestal of that statue and chipped 
and beaten the face with an iron bar. Still, 
nobody in the village worried very much, 
for no one had ever understood Matka. 
N.C.T. 
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Friends 
I REALISED this year, perhaps more than 
I have ever done before, as I had occasion 
to return to a place where I had spent a good 
deal of my youth, but which I had not visited 
for years. 'Tis that vague feeling of uneasy 
anxiety which we experience when talking 
to a friend, or at least we rated him· such, 
from whom we have drifed with the passing 
of the years. 
He comes to meet you with hand out-
stretched, with a light of welcome in his eyes, 
and words of greeting on his lips. The 
light gradually fades to one of uncertainty 
as he sees you struggling to recall his well-
known yet nameless features, and the words 
die unuttered on his lips. It is not that the 
feeling is one of mortification: your own 
discomfiture is as nothing to the pain that 
you see d.epicted on his countenance, and you 
tremble as you become aware that you are 
the unwitting cause of it. In one fleeting 
second you realize that, while you have gone 
your way and forgotten him in the stress of 
life, he has remained true, and that he alone 
has kept the promise of life-long remem-
brance which you both made at parting. You 
realize that he cherished the thought of you 
through many a weary hour, and that he 
now realizes that he has counted for little 
in your life. Then his wounded pride i~ 
manifest, and you see the look of humiliation 
outlined on his face. You cannot bear to meet 
that look of reproach and as his name wil! 
not come to memory you must apologise 
and ask it. He tells you, and then you 
shake hands with an enthusiasm which he 
feels is intended to dispel that awkward feel-
ing which comes between you like a real 
presence. You tell him in answer to his 
question that you are doing well and then 
go into an account of your doings at the 
'Varsity. Gradually the tension slackens 
and you begin to feel more at your ease, 
but when you look closely you see that his 
interests are not in Commem rags and inter-
'Varsity contests, and yol.1r eloquence dries 
at its source. He is of another world. There 
is an awkward silence and foolishly you ask 
with a laugh in your voice, "How's the Dad, 
hale and hearty as ever?" 
A breath taking pause and then, " Dad's 
been dead these eighteen months, I thought 
you knew." 1 n broken sentences you mur-
mur your sympathy, inwardly cursing your 
memory. Of course you had heard at the 
time; meant to write, of course, but as you 
\vere very busy with the club dance and what 
with the vacation and a trip following, it had 
been forgotten. All the others were doing 
well, but he knows that the brindle heifers 
are of no interest to you, so he is silent on a 
subject on which he can wax strong for hours 
at the street corner. You discuss cricket and 
find that he doesn't follow things much now-
adays, for the drought is hiting him hard 
and that, in combination with the decline in 
the markets, has left him with a big over-
draft. As a last resort you try the weather. 
"'Ugh, I don't think it will ever rain again." 
More silence. You see him look anxiously 
up the street, and then your city hypocricy 
comes to your aid. A glance at your watch, 
a poorly counterfeited exclamation of sur-
prise, a mumbled apology about business 
and you hurry away, to while away the 
hours looking for something to do. 
This had happened to me several times, 
and I was reflecting on the nature of friend-
ship. "Is it that everlasting companionship 
which endured through thick and thin, 
stretching across worlds, of which the poets 
sing, and about which we read so much in 
autograph bo9ks, or is it merely a matter 
of temporary convenience which we discard 
when we have no further use for it? Is it 
a reality or is it merely one of those fallacies 
which we all agree in counterfeiting and 
which none of us believe?-merely an 
empty show. Whence does friendship arise, 
from a twin-ship of souls or a mere selfish 
fellow-feeling?" With apprehension I 
thought of my own present friends. "Are they 
too, destined to drift from me, as the others 
have done? Why are they my friends? Can 
I honestly say that I have made a real 
acquaintanceship outside my own circle who 
thinks the same things as I do, cares for the 
same pleasures, follows the same path as I?" 
With dismay I have to answer "No." 
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Sleep would not come to my pillow that 
night and I paced the verandah for hours. 
I had seen myself stripped of the conven-
tionalities of life, and I did not like the 
sight. 
Then my mind seemed to clear--! was 
walking across the 'Varsity Oval in the 
moonlight, when I saw a strangely familiar 
figure coming towards me; faded blazer and 
flannels , his shirt thrown back from his neck 
despite the coolness of the night, his clear 
cut thin features outlined against the sight 
screen. He greeted me cheerily and I saw 
by his blue that he was up in my time, yet 
somehow I could not recall him . We fell 
a-talking, and l di scovered that he was of 
my year, way back in '31. As we talked 
my f.eeling of familiarity with this man 
increased. He must have been a great friend 
at some time or perhaps a great enemy. I 
seemed to know what view he '.Vould take 
almost before he voiced his opinions 
and this antagonised me the more, for he 
viewed things in a way that I considered 
biased and illogical. We spoke of life, of 
its failures and its successes, so that inevit-
ably we came at last to the careers of those 
with whom we had spent those happy care-
less years at the 'Varsity. It seemed as 
though I knew nothing of these. "] erry? 
Poor chap, after his wonderful career here, 
he took the Rhodes, started brilliantly at 
Oxford, but overtrain.ed for the boat race. 
Within a few weeks of that triumphant day 
on which he stroked the Dark Blues to vic-
tory, he caught a chill, and it was all over in 
a few days. Tom made the best life of the 
lot of us, married money, a sheep station and 
a pretty girl-and has been living like a lord 
ever since. He will die at the disgraceful 
age of 81, scandalously rich, leaving a mere 
pittance to support a lectureship at the Alma 
Mater. Clem is a KC. nowadays and is 
reckoned one of the most brilliant men at 
the Bar, he has declined a seat on the Bench 
several times. Norm is a bad lot; after 
struggling at the Bar for a few years, he 
entered politics as a Radical, and as he 
never could talk sense he has been a won-
derful success; he has already been Trea-
surer and is in line for the Premiership. Jim 
took a fancy to racing and is now doing well 
calling the odds." "And Bill?'' I asked. 
"Oh," after a pause, " he threw in the law and 
took to Med. He started poorly, but just 
when things looked like taking a turn for 
the better, he got mixed up in a shady case 
which put him in the Sunday papers, and 
from then on it was a sad tale; drug addict 
and driftwood. I was deeply pained, for 
Bill had been my favouritee companion in 
our years at the 'Varsity. Kev and Charlie 
are flourishing members of the Bar, but we 
hardly see one another now. Wive~-,; fam-
ilies, and what not, have gradually drawn us 
apart. The other four I had lost all trace 
of. Still, I could not place this man. I was 
studying him; he had not been a success, he 
never could be, he had not that youthful im-
pulsive glow which mocks at the difficulties 
of life. A minor lecturer in some detail of 
Law, and yet who was he? There were 
twelve of us-he had accounted for eleven-
who was the other?-he and I-I saw it 
then. 
B.P.M. 
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"The Chevalier in London " 
·To err is human, but in these days of 
interfering executives it becomes in-
creasingly difficult. Immorality has de-
generated into an abstracted fussiness, and 
the rakes of twentieth century literature are 
generally nervous and preoccupied and 
inclined to apologise for themselves. The 
art of seduction has been mislaid. Of course, 
the maiden of to-day does not soothe her 
soul in secret hour; she pounds a typewriter 
and learns slang .. . . 
When one remembers, again, that the 
nymph and the satyr have been locked up 
for the alienist to experiment with, one 
must apologise for introducing Giacomo 
Casanova, self-styled Chevalier di Seingalt. 
Garnier and Machen have done their best 
for him, but it is improbable that the 
Memoirs will ever be read by the general 
public. The Chevalier survives to-day as a 
footnote for Mr. Havelock Ellis, and he is 
occasionally mentioned in a spirit of bravado 
by our younger novelists; but in spite of 
such treatment he remains an entertaining 
scoundrel. I find him less fatuous than many 
of my acquaintances, and more acute than 
many other eighteenth century chroniclers. 
He moves along with an easy grace from one 
pair of lips to another, in an old- world 
atmosphere of light morals and frank 
roguery. He is a trickster and a braggart, 
it's true, but he is far more interesting than 
many whose names are written large in 
newspapers and history books. 
It is not my purpose, however, to exhume 
this depraved gallant of old Venice; I wish 
merely to draw attention to what might 
be called the quasi-historical value of his 
ramblings. Remember, he was well educa-
ted, and dependent on his native wits; he 
travelled all over Europe in search of 
pleasure, and his observations, made alway~ 
from the standpoint of the looker-on who 
sees most of the game, have a definite 
interest. Thus he visited London a few 
years after the accession of George I I I, and 
the careless chatter of the tourist helps us 
to understand a good deal that the historian 
takes for granted. 
After passing the customs officials at 
Dover, The Chevalier di Seingalt found 
himself in a new world, wherein "the fish, 
cattle, horses, and women were of a type 
not to be found in any other land." Venice 
and Naples, France and Prussia could be 
reduced to a common denominator, but the 
Kingdom of Farmer George defied classifi-
cation. Casonova found Englishmen in-· 
terested not in pleasure, but in themselves--
"their most striking feature is their national 
pride: they exalt themselves over all other 
nations." Perhaps in the seventeen sixties 
there was reason for that vanity. A few 
years before Mr. Pitt-he of the hooked 
nose and fiery address-had borrowed the 
Duke of Newcastle's majority in the House 
and changed the whole outlook of the Seven 
Years' War. Frederick the Great rejoiced 
that England, after being Jong in labour, 
had brought forth a man; and for the first 
time since Marlborough, the administration 
began to do things. There were no more 
courtmartials, no more executions "pour 
encourager Jes autres." A young unknown 
with carroty hair and a receding chin had 
taken Quebec; a tempestuous clerk had 
made John Company supreme of India. 
Nelson was still playing with toy frigates, 
but Rodney and Hawke had prepared the 
way for him. The pleasure-loving Italian 
was baffled and rather amused; but English-
men will always cherish the memory of the 
Great Commoner, for with all his faults, he 
made his country young again. 
In the face of such aloofness, the Chevalier 
was rather lonely, and his first friends--
Madame Cornelis and Martinelli-were 
mere echoes of his Continental wanderings. 
Moreover, his purse was poorly lined, and 
Bosanquet the banker had informed him, 
with true bourgeois directness, that in 
London a man was judged, not by what he 
claimed to have in titles, but what he 
actually had in guineas. It was hard for 
the veteran to take his pleasures carefully, 
and his pen was steeped in gall. He lets us 
know that he met the famous courtesan, 
Kitty Fisher, who receives an honourable 
mention because she ate a thousand pound 
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bank note on a slice of bread and butter; 
but we can see that the beau geste did not 
appeal overmuch to a gentleman of fortune 
who was beginning to count the guineas 
carefully and to enquire after genteel pawn-
shops. He viewed Lord Pembroke's pleasures 
with a jaundiced eye-the care and money 
expended on gamecocks seemed sheet 
wantonness, while milord's passion for 
"la boxe" appalled the Italian. A country-
man of Cellini was bound to consider the 
noble art laborious when thirty-two inches 
,of steel would do the business more 
scientifically. 
Lack of funds did not prevent Casanova 
from frequenting the ante-rooms of the 
great: he was his own publicity agent, and 
in fulness of. time }:ie was present~d at Court. 
The Venetian ambassador declined the 
.honour (there was .the aff;;tir of the Leads 
to consider) , but there were other stage 
directors, and Giacomo Casanova, by the 
grace of his own impudence, Chevalier di 
Seingalt, was duly ushered before the 
throne. The Prince of Great Lovers bent a 
suppl~ knee to the King of Great Britain, 
a f.ew words were muttered, and the inter-
view was over. One is tempted to imagine 
the two planning an Entente strong enough 
to clip, a century later, the wings of Bis-
marck and Napoleon III, but Clio wants 
facts, not fancies . Still , it is a pity that 
subtle Franz Hals and savage Master 
Hogarth could not combine to paint that 
scene in the Throne Room-an obsequiou~ 
Italian who made pleasure his aim, before 
a stolid semi-Britisher who made Power his 
gcd. Both achieved a measure of success: 
one wrecked homes, the other an Empire. 
Both were elbowed out of the game long 
before they died-one a querulous hanger-on 
at Dux, · the other an aged lunatic at 
Windsor. · 
Yauxhall, Raneleigh, and Covent Garden 
found the Chevalier often a lonely spectator 
of the whims of these curious islanders. It 
was left for Drury Lane to give him a speci-
men of their "rough insular manners.'' 
Because a company could not present the 
play advertised, the groundlings proceeded 
to demolish the house, and even Garrick 
could not restore order. Having satisfied 
its injured pride, the audience "rushed to 
the taverns to consume gin and beer." A 
fortnight later, in the same theatre 
(restored), Garrick was forced to crave the 
indulgence of the house on his bended knees 
before the · play commenced. Test match 
barracking and League Finals are weak, 
watery stuff beside this. 
Casanova had a thorough inside know-
ledge of Continental prisons, and it was not 
long before he added Newgate to his reper-
toire. A lady of sound judgment and 
negligible morals trifled with him, and his 
revengeful tactics led to his arrest for 
attempting "grevious bodily harm" to the 
person of a pretty girl. His case was tried 
by Mr. Fielding. A graceful tribute to the 
blind magistrate, "whose works are an 
honour to the English nation," was prob-
:ibly inspired by gratitude, for M. Casanova 
was released on condition that two suretie~ 
were forthcoming. When his wine merchant 
and his tailor had given the guarantees, the 
badgered victim went home to bed, but not 
before he had sampled the delights of New-
gate-"a hell such as Dante might have 
conceived." When his carefully trained 
parrot was word .perfect in making lewd 
asides about the Charpillon and her mother, 
Italian honour was safely satisfied, for 
learned counsel, briefed by the ladies, agreed 
that a parrot could not be indicted fer libel. 
Those were the days of Blackstone and 
Pratt: the offending bird might be (and 
was) strangled, but it could not be sued. 
The Chevalier, like the walrus, speaks of 
many things-the strange taste of English 
beer, and the speedy operation of the legal 
machinery; the rise of sects within the 
Anglican fold, and the excellence of English 
beef; the cheapness of London bagnios, and 
the liberty of the press, "which is much 
abused." (He had, you see, much in com-
mon with .the au.thor of the "Essay on 
worn.en," but very little with the Editor of 
the "North Briton.") Unfortunately for 
·posterity, his ramblings . were cut short. A 
di~')ute · over a forged bill of exchange 
forced him to leave the country in undigni-
fied haste. The city of fogs had drained his 
·purse and sapped his morale: "he had begun 
to die." But another generation was to 
arise, full of stormy change, before the 
decrepit dandy of the old Regime was to 
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totter to his grave at Dux in Bohemia .... 
He is not edifying and he is hardly instruc-
tive: but he holds up to his century an 
elaborate and quaintly distorting mirror. 
The saint will never read him, the sinner 
will perhaps enjoy his lack of reticence; 
with the permission of the Censor, the rest 
of us will continue to smile half wistfully, 
half apologetically, at his shameless con-
tempt for the Decalogue. 
E.B.C. 
~IJJ~ 
"A Letter received M a r ch 28th"-For the Favour of Insertion. 
Changing Education in a Changing Empire 
Forthcoming Commonwealth Conference. 
OF Imperial Conferences there are many. The economic and political ties of 
Empire are daily topics, matters of ·political 
urgency. But it is rather astonishing to 
remember that attempts to come to grips 
with the cultural ties that link, or should 
link, the Commonwealth of British nations 
together have been few and far between. It 
is too readily assumed that the Dominiom 
and the Mother Country are bound by tie:; 
of sentiment, common race, common tradi-
tions, and a common conception of civilisa-
tion, and too often forgotten that the 
younger partners of the Empire have had 
to face new problems and are, in fact, new 
nations. 
A " British Commonwealth Education 
Conference," which will be held at Bedford 
College, London, at the end of July this 
year under the presidency of Sir Percy 
Nunn , Professor of Education in the 
University of London, constiutes a real step 
in the direction of Imperial cultural 
co-operation. 
What have the schools of the Empire in 
common? Can teachers and educational 
workers from the Dotninions and the Mother 
Country profit by meeting and discussing 
their problems and sharing their experiences: 
Is there a real cultural tie between the com-
ponent parts of the Empire? Somthing, 
perhaps, that will endure after the economic 
and political bonds have weakened? 
These questions the Conference will dis-
cuss. And, by bringing them before a 
gathering of vital people, hailing from all 
corners of the Commonwealth, and con-
cerned with every type of educational work 
the Conference should make a valuable 
contribution to the understanding of the 
· cultural .Jinks that bind together the nations 
of the Commonwealth. 
A Commonwealth Institute? 
Sir Percy Nunn will address the Con-
ference on the scheme for the foundation of 
an Imperial Institute of Education in Lon-
don, about which such a keen interest has 
been shown by overseas teachers. It is hoped 
that the Conference will promote the 
establishment of such an Institute. 
Among the many subjects that the 
_Conference expects to cover are: 
Changing Education in an Old Empire-
Sir Michael · Sadler, University of 
Oxford. 
Dominion I deals in Education-
Dr: R. Wallace, University of Alberta. 
An Imperial Institute for Education-
Sir Percy Nunn, University of London . 
Nursery Schools 
New Methods 
Examinations and Tests 
Bi-lingualism and Inter-racial Under-
standing, etc. 
The Reconstruction of the Curriculum 
Psychology and Education 
Tbe Drama and Music in Schools 
Films and the B.B.C. 
It is hoped that a demonstration of New 
Aids to Education will be given, and that 
this will include special film and radio 
exhibitions. 
The conveners of the Conference are the 
New Education Fellowship, and Mr. Ken-
neth Lindsay, of the Anglo-Canadian Com-
mittee, is acting as Honorary Secretary. 
Further information upon application to · 
The New Education Fellowship, I I Tavis-
tock square, London, W.C. I . 
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"And the Sun Set " 
An Episode. 
Scene-A tent on the Indian Frontier. 
Two English officers are discovered on 
the stage. The tent flap is open and A. 
is gazing out at the sun setting on the 
hills. As the play proceeds the stage 
slowly darkens. 
A. Sometimes I think on such a night as this, 
When in the half-light shadows flit about, 
And over everything there steals a hush, 
That I recall a lofty gothic church, 
Whose mighty organ ceases with a swell 
And all the worshippers one moment 
pause 
As slowly steals a stillness through their 
souls. 
B. If hell were here I think your mind would 
turn 
To some queer, heated spot in paradise: 
You talk of gothic churches when the 
dust 
Is red and dirty and the stinking flies 
Keep up their bloody buzzing hour on 
hour. 
A. Well , after all, there's something in thf 
hills 
At any sunset that I've seen or heard of 
That turns men's minds to reveries and 
dreams 
Of half-forgotten things and thoughts of 
home. 
B. Of home !-of home !-well if you still 
can think 
On those past things that now are dead 
to me, 
I only-I but seek a resting place 
Where this poor frame, dirtied and 
damned, can lie; 
And that's beside a clayey Indian stream 
With some half-emptied bottle at my 
side. 
A. And Kana? 
B. Curse you, can't you leave her out. 
Of all your sentiment and sloppiness-
When in your dreams you picture golden 
hair 
And laughing eyes-and me-no dream5 
at all-
Just a damned derelict, not half a man, 
A bit of flesh to hold some Indian lead. 
In spite of all that men like you can say, 
A woman is a woman just the same, 
Whatever be her colour, race, or creed. 
You may not tbink that such as me can 
love, 
Can love-what sentiment for me: 
But when a woman gives her life for you, 
While all mankind could wish you were 
in hell , 
Then is the time to think of those few 
prayers 
Your mother taught you at her infant's 
knee. 
For me, me! Do you hear, I say, 
Whom God had given up, or maybe l 
Had lost my touch with all the better 
things. 
She gave her all for me, and in return 
I offer nothing. She, a native girl, 
When all your fellows drew yourselves 
away, 
Came to my side: yet if there is a hell, 
Then , as my thanks, I'll drag her soul 
to hell-
To hell with me. 
A. I did not mean-
B. I know you did not mean-
None of you mean, it's just your class 
and race 
To try to help a man to better ways, 
But we somehow can't take our medicine. 
A. I sometimes wonder just what you will 
do: 
The enemy have closed us all about, 
The Major tells me there is no escape; 
Suppose that little native girl of yours 
was ea ptu red? 
B. Another corpse would lie with mine: 
A drop more blood to stain the red dust 
red. 
A. Yet if some help should struggle through 
to us 
And we once more should turn again 
to home, 
A little native girl would mourn for you. 
B. A little. broken body would be left, 
A token of the thanks and love I bore. 
The natives would not spare her, for they 
think 
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That she has turned a traitor to their 
cause. 
And yet before she fell into their hands 
My own should ring the tender life-
spring out 
Of that frail body sacrificed for me. 
Oh! God, to wait, and wait, and still to 
wait, 
Knowing that succour brings this pros-
pect with it. 
Oh! I have played the fool, 
With drink and folly made my life a 
thing 
Of shame: and in abuse I've made my 
way 
Among my fellow men and yet, if death 
Were near, I'd pluck that coward's 
courage up 
Before I'd go away and Jet her wait 
For death at Indian hands or scorn at 
yours. 
A. The sun is nearly down, the distant hills 
Are purple and the rosy sky is fading. 
If hope could be depicted I believe 
That fading hope would be an Indian 
sunset: 
Warmth going hence: life fading fast 
away 
Eventide and sti llness stealing all. 
(Enter Messenger)-
Mess. to B. Communications as you know 
are severed 
And the enemy entirely surrounds us, 
One hope remains,-'tis that a single man 
Under the cover of darkness make his 
way 
Through to Karina. The chances-
small. 
'Tis but a forlorn hope born of abandon. 
The Major sends this message (hands 
over paper) adding that 
If you could make to-night the native 
lines 




(B. sits at desk and takes paper and enve-
lope.) 
B. I-lave you seen Kana near the camp to-
night? 
A. She's just outside ... 
B. Mind if I call her in? 
A. I'll have a smoke; the walk will do me 
good. 
B. No, wait-I'd rather that you stayed to 
hear-
Perhaps then you will try to understand. 
(He goes to door and returns, followed 
by Kana.) 
B. Kana, to-night I go to face my death 
On those dark mountains where your 
people wait. 
I take a message-though the hills may 
swarm 
With native figures and with native 
guns-
! have no choice, and on the hills will lie 
The body of another Englishman. 
But should a native try to make his way 
The chances are he would escape unseen. 
As once you saved my life, I ask again 
If you will take this message through 
for me. 
The path lies through the Alikeenan Pass 
About a league beyond Perseepo's 1-Iat. 
General Venitia at Karina waits 
To bring us aid. Will you do this for 
me? 
(Kana takes note, and exit.) 
A. Oh, God! I-low can you do a thing like 
that? 
To save us, maybe- but she loves you 
so, 
And yet you send her out to certain 
death! 
(B is slowly putting on his belt and top 
boots .) 
B (at door). Paper-a little scrap of paper-
death. · 
'Tis funny how the most incongruous 
things 
I-lave some connection that we cannot 
see. 
So I have lived, and so like other men 
I go to die. Perhaps in years to come, 
If you return to England once again 
And sit within that church you talked 
about, 
If you remember, will you pray for me-
Or for my soul. 'Tis mighty strange how 
death 
Seems to recall such unremembered 
things: 
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Amongst the rubbish m my kit you'll 
find 
A Bible-and a few crushed flowers---and 
dreams. 
There's just a tinge of purple on the 
hills-
! wonder is it really fading hope? 
What audit can I off.er of my life?-
Perhaps a flower crushed is all I 'II show. 
Will you shake hands with me, and when 
I die 
I'll think of that last handshake with a 
man. 
(They shake. Exit B.) 
A (calling after bim). Where are you going? 
Why this talk of death? 
(Exit A.) 
B (voice growing softer as he moves away). 
Pap.er, blank paper in an envelope, 
And Kana makes her way to certain 
death, 
Thinking she dies for me. The choice 
is hard. 
If she won through and we were safe 
again, 
Then back to England I would make my 
way-
And Kana? 
And if I went and won my way safe 
through, 
We would be safe. And if I went and 
died, 
Then Kana would be left to suffer here. 
And so she goes-and so she dies fm 
me-
And so l go-and I shall also die. 
Oh God! when Thou didst plan two 
kinds of cowards, 
Why didst Thou plan to make me both 
of them? 
(The stage is now zn darkness and tbe 
curtain falls.) 
T.E.D. 
THE WATCHER ON THE HILL. 
In lurid flames the bloody sun 
Had sunk beneath the hill, 
And o'er the downs foreboding fires 
Gleamed, died, and lingered still, 
\Vhile silent on a barren peal' 
A watcher gazed his fill. 
A silent man, a bitter man, 
A sorrow-driven wight 
Who wore a helm of battered steel 
That oft had felt its wearer reel 
Sore stricken in the fight, 
And by his side he bore a brand, 
\Vhich, fashioned b~· no mortal hand, 
Bespolrn the bearer's might. 
No supple mail this rider girt, 
He iron armour wore, 
Such armour as in Arthur's ranks 
Bright g leamed in days of yore, 
vVhenas he struck the traitor down 
In that last weird war. 
That war, which, by a silent sea 
Wrapped in the mist of morn, 
Hrolrn at long last the holy vows 
That every knight had sworn. 
A mighty hound, with lolling tongue 
And fire-flashing eye, 
Stood blackly by the rider's side 
Beneath the sullen sky; 
And horse and man and hound stood still 
To watch the daylight die. 
No pennon fluttered from his lance, 
::-.fo blazon charged his shield, 
Save that a scarlet dagger flash e d 
From out an ebon field -
Stark symbol of a sudden death 
And murder unrevealed. 
And, too, methinks, a haunted look 
Stole o'er the watcher's face, 
As one who in a new demesne 
nemembers old disgrace, 
And finds not rest he seeks to find 
Because one deed was base. 
I wondered whence the man had come 
And why he lingered there 
\.Vhile dark and darker grew the hill 
And colder the bleak air -
But when I sought where he had been, 
'l'he barren hill was bare. 
No sig·ht I had of man or steed. 
But heard far down the wind 
The echo of a ghostly bay, 
A goaded horse's startled neigh, 
A ghastly laugh that died away, 
And naught remained behind; 
But half in fear I went my way 
\.Vith sorrow-laden mind. 
"JUXIUS. 
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Student Bene£ actions 














the various funds to 
£253 16 4 
80 0 3 
35 I I 6 
46 12 6 
12 4 4 
2 I 0 
5 4 6 
108 18 11 
38 I 5 11 
188 5 4 
10 10 0 
£782 0 ] 
The Fryer Library is assuming larger pro-
portions and now comprises 208 books. The 
corporate gift from the graduands of lasl 
year, which has been referred _to in previous 
reports sent to Galmahra, and which was 
made up of small gifts from -graduands who 
were interested in the plan, has borne fruit 
in the purchase of two books for the Fryer 
Library-" the Art of I-Jans 1-Jeysen " and 
"Arrows of Longing," by Furnley Maurice. 
_ The i~terest on the Library Fund is given 
111 rotat10n to the different Faculties. It has 
procured already 10 guineas worth for Arts. 
The same amount is at the disposal of 
Science, which has not yet taken advantage 
of it, while this year the interest will be 
available for Engineering. 
Past years have shown that the time 
before Degr.ee Day is the time of the greatest 
growth of the fund, due to the interest shown 
by graduands and graduates. This year 
the Committee suggests the following aims: 
(i) Bring up .each of the Faculty Funds 
to at least £I 00: the interest may 
then be used for the benefit of your 
faculty. 
(ii) Increase the Sports' Oval and General 
Equipment Fund for the supply of 
present needs of a more permanent 
nature or of future needs at St. Lucia. 
It will be noticed from the li st of totals 
at the head of the report that the Arts 
Faculty Fund is not far distant from the 
desired total. £92 will buy a £I 00 5t per cent. 
bond, du.e in 1943, so another £ 12 will bring 
the Fund up to the necessary level. This 
would give Arts another 5 guineas per year 
with which to buy necessary books or 
apparatus. 
We hear that the University Cricket Club 
is considering the laying down of a turf 
wicket at St. Lucia. In this direction we 
may point out that the Sports Fund may 
be used for this purpose, provided the con-
sent of the Senate is obtained as such an 
aim is included in the generai' aims as set 
forward above. 
The total amount in the Fund on Degree 
Day, 1930, was £741/19/10. The total 
achieved so far this year is £782/0/7-an 
increase of £40/0/9, with Degree Day almost 
upon us. This is easily the lowest annual 
increase since the inception of the plan. The 
Committee can only advise what should be 
done with gifts which ar.e made voluntarily; 
the plan is not carried on by a system of 
canvassing, but by voluntary gifts. Aims 
are suggested by the Committee along the 
lines on which gifts can be made, and the 
remainder is left to students. 
Page Forty GALMAHRA May, 1931 
RHODES SCHOLAR. 
Of the seven applications received for 
the Rhode:, Scholarship for 1931, Mr. R. 0. 
Bennett was selected. Mr. Bennett came 
up from the Southport School in 1927 with 
an exceptional scholastic record. 1 n the 
Senior he was placed eighth on the scholar-
ship list, and his results in the school of 
Engineering were hitherto unprecedented; 
news is to hand that he has just gained first 
cla:,s honours. 
Mr. Bennett's interests have not been such 
that his entry on to a new field of learning 
(Economics) can be viewed with doubt. 
Duri.ng his Engineering course he com-
menced his studies for an Arts degree as an 
evening student, and his knowledge of those 
subjects usually confined to Commerce and 
Arts students has left many with a feeling 
of guilt. 
Mr. Bennett was a member of last years 
maiden-eight and played football with the 
second team throughout his course. Also 
he has won his College blue. 
In 1930, as secretary to the Men's Club, 
he successfully carried out his duties. 
We cannot but feel sure that Mr. Bennett 
will amply justify the confidence and trust 
that has been placed in him, and are con-
fident that we can await news of him from 
Oxford with pleasurable anticipation . 
V estibularia 
Ruth Griffiths, Ph.D., London, and 
Dip. Ed., Oxford, is teaching at Mount 
Morgan. Miss Griffith was the first woman 
to gain a travelling scholarship. 
Andy Thomson is at Scotch College, 
Adelaide. 
Arthur Bradman has taken up his abode 
in Townsville and is practising the noble 
profession at the Bar. 
Marjorie Smith is still with us, and is 
on the correspondence staff. 
Dave Atherton has left us for Bowen. 
Bob Risson fully justified our expecta-
tions by becoming engaged to Gwen 
Spurgin. We offer them both our congratu-
lations and wish them the best of luck. 
Engagements are thick upon us: Francis 
Rowland to-(see next issue, as we are not 
sure of the name and someone is sure to 
enlighten us in the meantime); Zelda Walker 
to Bill McDougall; Hazel McCullough to 
Tom Fenwick. Our best wishes go with th_em. 
Dorothy Hill is at present gaining culture 
at the expense of the midnight oil at 
Cambridge. 
Jess White is cooking in a flat in London. 
Toni Rohde is teaching in Adelaide, while 
Marjorie Cran is engaged in the 5ame occu-
pation in Mackay. 
Emily Stirling is at St. Faith's, also 
leading the young. 
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Archie Mcintyre is Main Roading at 
Caboolture. When the weather is inclement, 
he transfers his attentions to Bundaberg 
Arch tells us that its a great life "batching," 
but his presence in Brisbane every week-end 
convinces us that he does not intend to 
continue in this state of single blessedness. 
Hollis Hopkins has entered an ac-
countant's firm in Townsville-the depres-
sion in that centre may soon be expected 
to lift. 
Blue White, late of St. Francis' College, 
is at present on the staff of his old school, 
All Souls', Charters Towers. Blue is as en-
thusiastic as ever, but his heart is still in 
Brisbane. 
Snow Andrews is assistant surveyor in 
the Daintree River district; we believe that 
there are some glorious spots for week-ends 
on this river, but it took Snow to convince us. 
Teddy Johnson has dropped his legal 
pursuits for a time and is teaching the young 
idea at Rockhampton Grammar how to 
swat Latin and swat cricket balls. 
Cec. Hadgraft, a former editor of 
"Galmahra," is at present doing Honours 
English, and is in residence at his old col-
lege, St. John's. 
Chris J orss has transferred his 15 stone 
from Warburton's in Melbourne and is 
working on Swift's Abattoirs at Cannon Hili. 
Chris's smile is a tonic these days, but one 
has to look up to him to notice it. It may 
be draughty up there, but at least Chns 
avoids the dust. 
Mick Shepherd, main roading in the pea-
nut district of Kingaroy, reckons that it is 
as hard to get peanuts there as ice in the 
nether regions. 
Cec. Kerr, in his first year at W adham 
(Oxford), has made his presence felt in the 
sporting world. He is captain of the Hockey 
Club-a rare achievement in first year-and 
Secretary of the Cricket Club-almost 
equivalent to Captain-Elect. On the field 
his success has been still more marked. 
Alan Hoey and Jim Mahoney, both of 
Balliol, are concentrating on their B.A. 
schools in June, Alan in the School of Lit-
teral Humaniores and Jim in Modems 
(French). All our Oxford exiles report ex-
cellent health despite the climate. 
Doug Maxwell has commenced his studies 
for the Solicitors' ex.a.ms, and is with Bergin, 
Papi and Finn. 
N. S. Stable is with Chambers, McNab 
and Coy. He is taking an interest in the 
Repetory Society and is playing in their 
next production. 
Ralph Cormack has gone the way of ali 
good lawyers, and we wish him every success 
at the bar. 
Mr. W. M. Kyle, M.A., our wandering 
Philosophy Lecturer, paid a visit to Oxford 
last term, and was entertained at I-Joey's 
Digs. Professor Priestly was then holiday-
ing with his people-we wish him the best 
of health and a pleasant trip back to us 
once more. 
Cec. Ellis, another of our roamers-this 
time from Engineering, who was seen in 
B:isbane during the long vac.-complete 
with large topee and small mo-is at present 
at Mackay. 
Desmond Gredden is t e a c h i n g at 
Methodist Boys' College in Stanthorpe, and 
can recommend the peaches. 
John Hardy is conducting dramatic re-
citals in addition to his other jobs at 
Wallaroo College, Orange, N.S.W. 
Harry Lowe is also working in the Main 
Roads Commission, and foresees the day 
when he will be the patentee of synthetic 
bitumen. 
Johnny Hunt is coaching the boys of the 
Armidale School in the noble art of tackling 
low and hard. If they approach their 
tutor, a football career is assured. 
Matthew Walker is contemplating matri-
mony and, some time ago now, has an-
nounced his engagement to Miss Raymond. 
R. 0. Bennett is leaving in July for 
Oxford-he is for Balliol. 
We have with us, on C.U. work, David 
Garnsey, Rhodes Scholar of Sydney, 1931; 
he is for New College. 
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University Societies 
UNIVERSITY UNION. 
The list of Union members is not yet 
complete, but we estimate membership this 
year at well over 300 and an advance on 
last year's total. 
The Annual Freshers' Welcome was held 
on Friday, March l 3th, in the Main Hall. 
1 t was a very enjoyable function, and was 
attended by more than three hundred 
members. 
Commem. is the biggest event of first 
term and preparations are well under way. 
Commem. practices have been held regu-
larly under the baton of the veteran, Ross 
Fardon, and the singing is promising. 
Owing to the probable congestion and in-
convenience of the Main Hall, the Dinner 
Committee decided to investigate the possi-
bility of holding the Dinner and Dance 
away from the 'Varsity. Accordingly, at 
a general meeting of Union members called 
especially for the purpose, it was agreed to 
hold the function at the new " Broadway 
Dansant." While we regret taking "Com-
mem." away from the surroundings of the 
'Varsity, we look forward to a better dancing 
floor, a more satisfactory arrangement of 
tables, and last, but not least, the entire 
absence of clean:ng up on the "morning 
after." 
CHRISTIAN UNION. 
The Annual General Meeting was held 
on the 6th October last year and the follow-
ing are the elected members of the Execu-
tiv.e for 1931: President, Mr. L. G. Hopkins; 
vice-president, Mr. I. McC. Stewart; 
women's president, Miss G. Griffin; men's 
secretary, Mr. I. F. Morris; treasurer, Mr. 
A. Cran; women's secretary, Miss K. Sully; 
treasurer, Miss E. Vardy; literature secre-
taries, Miss M. McCullough and N. C. 
Tritton. 
On November 22 the Annual Dance was 
held, and this was the last of our activities 
for the year 1930. The function was a sub-
stantial success financially, and the Main 
Hall was filled with a crowd of people, in 
whom the post exam. f.eeling was very 
evident. 
In January was held the biggest event 
in the annual programme of Christian 
Unions throughout the Commonwealth, 
namely, the Wendouree Conference. This 
was generally acknowledged to have success-
fully met with the needs of students and 
to have shown the possibility of realisation 
and not only the ideal nature of better in-
ternational understanding. Mr. Burgmann's 
study book, "Jesus and God," was found 
by _all to present in a most comprehensive 
and enlightening way the great truths of the 
New Testament. The same booklet is being 
treated in a masterly fashion this year as 
a basis for tutorials. The tutor is the Rev. 
W. Hardie, B.A., who has had previous 
connecticn with the Christian Union as 
president, and qualifies, therefore, very ad-
mirably to meet us with information neces-
sary if we are to remain true to our 
responsibilities, as stated in our aim and 
basis. 
During the second week of this term there 
occurred an innovation in the life of the 
C.U. This was our first Freshers' welcome. 
Mr. Hopkins and Dr. Robinson both spoke 
about the nature of the activity of the Union, 
whil t various musical items and a compe-
tition completed a very enjoyable evening. 
"Roof-Trees" at Redcliffe again proved 
a delightful place for the Executive to hold 
its Presessional Conference, and the dis-
satisfaction with the work done in the 
previous year was a healthy sign. A pro-
gramme of activities was drawn up, and 
there were several alterations and a few 
additions to the previous year's plans and 
projects. 
A student service will be held at the 
Anglican Cathedral on May 3rd. At this 
annual function, which is in connection 
with the W.S.C.F., it is hoped that all who 
may be interested will be present. 
Mid-day addresses will be arranged· and 
continued throughout the first two terms. 
At the time of writing, three addresses have 
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been given, the first by Prof. Scott-Fletch.er, 
"What can a Student reasonably believe," 
serving as an introduction to our move-
ment, the ~econd by Rev. N. Millar, B.A., 
011 the subject "Content and Discontent," 
and a third by Dr. T Z. Koo, the subject 
being "Life under the Modern Environ-
ment." 
Memories of the remarkable nature of 
information received from Dr. T. Z. Koo 
concerning China's position as an intelli-
gently governed pow.er in the world to~day 
and of a no less remarkable and inspiring 
personality, are still fragrant with us as we 
look back upon the conference that was 
spent so h:i.ppily at Redcliffe on April !Oth. 
At this point lack of space prevent~ more 
eulogising. 
EVANGELICAL UNION. 
Activities of the Union were enthusiastic 
ally maintained right up to the end of third 
term last year, and a similar enthusiasm, 
manifested so far this year, augurs well for 
a most satisfactory year's activities. The 
benefit of the Crusader groups in the 
Secondary Schools, which are another 
phase of the same movement, is being felt , 
and a good number of our new fresher-
m.embers are from these groups. 
During the long vacation an event of 
great significance to the movement in Aus-
tralia occurred when representatives of the 
Sydney and Queensland University Evange-
lical Unions met in conference early in 
January at Katoomba. 
The well-known Katoomba Convention 
was being held at the same time, and it 
proved a very happy arrangement, as the 
conference meetings were fitted in between 
t:1e Convention sessions. Towards the end 
of the conference a representative from the 
i\lelbourne University E.U. also was able 
to attend. Conference decided unanimously 
to form a Fellowship to be known as "The 
lnter-'Varsity Fellowship of Evangelical 
Unions of Australia," and a constitution for 
this was adopted. The matter of an Annua; 
Conference was left open for arrangement 
during this year. This year we are using "The 
Sword of the Spirit" as a hand-book to 
assist us in our Bible Study Circles. 
Tuesday mid-day addresses are being ar-
ranged. So far arldresses have been given 
by Canon Garland, Mr. Beatty, our vice-
president, Mr. McKay, our president, and 
Mr. N. Dick, a missionary from th.e Solomon 
Islands, while Miss Crystal], a missionary 
from China, has spoken at a study-circle. 
A hearty welcome is extended to all Uni-
versity students who desire to attend any 
of the meetings. 
WOMEN'S CLUB. 
The activities of the Worn.en's Club for 
last year terminated with the farewell to 
third year students, which took the form 
of a boat picnic to Lone Pine. 
The Freshers' Welcome Morning Tea was 
the first social function of the Club this 
year. This was held in the Common Room 
on Saturday, March 7th.. when the at-
tendance was exceptionally J;::rge, there being 
a far greater number of freshers this year 
than usual. 
The Club suffered a severe loss at the 
beginning of the year when Mrs. Scott-
Fletcher, our patroness, was compelled to 
resign from that position owing to ill-health, 
but Mis Bage, who is always willing to 
assist us, has kindly consented to act as 
patroness for the year. The committee now 
consists of Miss Bage (Patroness), Miss D. 
Ever (President), Miss N. Backhouse 
(Vice-President), Miss M. Julius (Secre-
tary), Misses A. Mackay, B. Browne, K. 
Cleeve, E. Birkbeck, N. Brown, and E. 
1-1 arwood. 
The Club intends hold:ng its annual dance 
on Saturday, 9th May, when, no doubt, 
there wil I be a large attendance, as such 
functions always prove popular. 
MEN'S CLUB. 
The Annual Dinner took place in the 
llotel Carlton on November 21st, 1930. 
Unfortunately the Chancellor was unable 
to be with us last year. However, the posi-
tion of president was ably filled by the 
Registrar. 
The toasts included "The Ki11g," "The 
Varsity," "The Staff," "Rhodes Scholar" 
(Mr. R. 0. Bennett), "Departing Mem-
bers," "Graduates and Past Members." 
During the course of the evening the 
Steele Cup for lnterfaculty Sport was pre-
sented to Science. We were sorrj' tha~ Pr~ 
fessor Steele was unable to present this 
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coveted trophy on account of illness. The 
Old Collegiates' Cup for 1 ntercollege sport 
was presented to Kings. Dr. 0. S. Hirsch-
feld, in presenting the Baxter Cup to Col-
legians, paid a tribute to the Rhodes 
Scholar, in whose honour the cup had been 
donated. 
The Freshers' Welcome was held in the 
Men's Common Room as usual on Tuesday, 
March lOth. 
The Annual Ball is to be held in Septem-
ber this year. Last year's function was most 
successful, but this year all records will be 
broken. We have just four months in which 
to think out our fancy costumes. Let's make 
a good effort to hide our idiosyncrasies and 
baffle our friends beyond understanding. 
DRAMATIC SOCIETY. 
Since the publication of last term's 
"Galmahra," the Society has held two read-
ings, both being most successful and useful. 
At the end of last term Barrie's "What 
Every Woman Knows" was read by quite 
a large gathering of Society members in the 
Women's Common Room. 
Then a week or two after the beginning 
of this term a reading was held, in the 
Men's Common Room, of "The Dover 
Road" (A. A. Milne), supper being pro-
vided by the Society at both of these 
functions. At this last reading quite a num-
ber of freshers were present, and this made 
the evening especially interesting. 
Casts have been chosen for the eight one-
act plays, which will be produced as usual 
in the Men's Common Room, after Com-
memoration, the dates this year being 7th 
May and the l 4th. 
As many freshers as possible have been 
given parts in these, but we feel that an 
explanation should be g i v e n to the 
"fresheresses" on this point. It is quite im-
possible for all to be given parts because 
of the large number of names given in, and 
also because of the scarcity of good plays 
in which more than two women appear. 
About two women per play is the average, 
and this gives only sixteen women's parts 
in all! 
Still, at the end of this term a reading of 
the three-act play to be produced this year 
will be held, and as the cast is chosen on 
this reading, there is still a chance for the 
as yet undiscovered actor or actress to shine. 
All members are urged to come, as this is 
almost the most important point in the 
whole year's proceedings. 
There seems to be a fair amount of new 
tal.ent and of enthusiasm this year, and the 
coming year should be a busy and most 
interesting one. 
DEBATING SOCIETY. 
With the coming of a new year, the 
Debating Society has again taken up its 
activities. Attendances so far have been 
consistently good, and speeches from the 
body of the hall have been interesting and 
of a high standard, even when the C. U. Con-
ference was held at Redcliffe, causing us 
to lose some of our regular speakers for 
the night. Women speakers so far have in 
the main shown a regrettable modesty in 
regard to speaking from the hall, but those 
who have spoken have contributed to the 
high standard to which we have already 
alluded. 
Up to the time of writing three debates 
have been held. The opening debate, which 
took place on the night of Friday, March 
20th, dealt with the subject: "That all 
Science and Engineering Students at the 
University should be compelled to do a 
year's work in Arts, the subjects taken to 
be not included in their usual courses." 
Mr. Schindler kindly consented to act as 
adjudicator, and decided in favour of the 
negative. 
The Annual Freshers' Debate took place 
on the following Friday on the subject "That 
the competitive element enters too largely 
into modern sport." We are indebted to 
Mr. Hanger for acting as adjudicator. He 
gave victory to the affirmative by a ndrrow 
margin. This debate brought forward some 
fine women speakers. 
The next debate was held on the !Oth 
April, as the 3rd April, the intervening 
Friday, was Good Friday. The subject was 
"That all railways should be abolished." 
The negative side carried off the honours, 
judgment being delivered by a division of 
the house. 
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The Society intends to follow its usual 
practice of holding debates on every avail-
able Friday night during first and second 
terms. Two such debates are under prepara-
tion. The first of these is set down for 
17th April , on the subject, "That we should 
always tell the truth." This is to be followed 
on Friday, 24th April, by a Parliamentary 
Debate. 
The Society is contemplating an innova-
tion this year. It was decided, on the re-
quest of Miss Mciver, to take two teams 
of debaters to the rooms of the Blind Aid 
Society on the night of May 6th, and there 
to stage a debate for the benefit of the blind. 
The inter-'Varsity debates are to be held 
in Melbourne this year during second vac., 
and Queensland hopes to be able to send a 
team to compete as usual. 
· MUSICAL SOCIETY. 
In last issue an exceedingly optimistic 
note was struck regarding the Bach Festival. 
Such a spirit of optimism has now been 
justified by results. The festival, the first 
of its kind in the Southern Hemisphere, was 
performed in such a manner as to receive 
praise from prominent English and Ameri-
can journals. 
Success was achieved by a spirit of en-
thusiasm and team work, caught from the 
Conductor and passed on to all members. 
1 t is hoped the same spirit will be shown 
aga111. 
This year the Society intends to devote 
itself to the National Folk Song. In this 
little-known music lies great beauty, which 
the Society hopes to bring out. 
Practices are, as usual, in the Men's 
Common Room at 4.45 every Wednesday. 
We hope to see again all old members, who 
did so much last year and, in addition, are 
always more than willing to welcome new 
ones. Let no false modesty deter bashful 
freshers. Enthusiasm is the only qualifi-
cation; the conductor is guaranteed to do 
the rest. 
This year we are again fortunate in having 




The offer of the Trustees of the Carnegie 
Endowment for International Peace to sup-
ply the materials for discussions of inter-
national affairs resulted last year in the for-
mation of an International Relations Club. 
The club now has a small library dealing 
with international problems, and receives a 
fortnightly summary of current international 
events from the Carnegie Organisation. The 
Club enables those who are interested in the 
affairs of the world to obtain information 
which they could not otherwise hope to gain, 
for lack of time and materials. Activities 
so far this year has been a lecture by Pro-
fessor Alcock, "The world in 1930," a dis-
cussion on world tariffs and international 
events of March and April. Meetings are 
held fortnightly, on Tuesdays during the 
dinner hour, in the Mods. room. Those in-
terested can find out all about the club by 
attending one of its meetings. 
R. JAY, I-Ion. Sec. 
WIDER EDUCATION SOCIETY. 
The Wider Education Society was founded 
in order to give students the opportunity 
of gaining information on subjects outside 
the range of their course of lectures. To 
this end a lecture by some person prominent 
in his profession is arranged every week. 
These lectures have been found interesting 
and informative by students, as the lectures 
cover a wide field, and all are delivered by 
men of ability and knowledge. Lectures 
delivered this term include a very interesting 
talk on the origins of the opera, by Mr. 
Herold Kyng, who sang several extracts 
from early operas; a most interesting lecture 
on Forestry by Mr. Swayne; and a lecture 
by Sir Littleton Groom on the 1930 As-
sembly of the League of Nations, which 
contained a great de a I of valuable 
information. 
R. JAY, Hon. Sec. 
ENGINEERING UNDERGRADUATES' 
SOCIETY. 
The first Annual General Meeting of the 
Engineering Undergraduates' Society was 
held on 30th September of last year, and 
the Annual Report and Balance Sheet were 
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presented. The latter showed we were in a 
sound financial position, and the former gave 
a general review of our activities during the 
year, showing that we had fulfilled to a large 
extent the objects of the Society. 
development and expansion. It was very 
interesting, including as it did, part of both 
Civil and Electrical Engineering. 
Since that meeting we have been able to 
arrange three lectures. On lOth October last 
year Dr. Bagster lectured on " The Oppor-
tunities for Engineering in the Sugar 
Industry," discussing the ever-pressing ques-
tion of finding jobs when, and if, we get 
through. Also, he suggested that having 
trained mechanical engineers would help to 
improve the sugar industry by more effi-
cient working of the mills. 
On l 7th March, A. P. Flochart, Consult-
ing Engineer to the Barron Falls Hydro 
Electric Board, gave a lecture on the Barron 
Falls Hydro-Electric scheme. This will be 
the first scheme of its sort in Queensland, 
and he showed clearly the chances of its 
Mr. Willis, of Evans, Deakin and Co., 
gave a lecture on "Oil Circuit Breakers" 
on Wednesday, 25th March, which was illus-
trated by a film showing tests carried out 
by Browne, Boveri Ltd., of Switzerland. 
From this it could be seen to what trouble 
and expense a firm will go in order to 
improve its products. 
At a meeting of the Society held on 14th 
April it was decided to hold an Engineers' 
Camp at Southport during the first vaca-
tion. The camp will last a week and should 
prove a very enjoyable holiday, as well as 
helping to bring the members of various 
years into closer contact; consequently, the 
Society hopes that there will be a good roll 
up of members. 
A FABLE. 
It happened in a mighty palace that the 
representatives of two churches sat in con-
ference to discuss the abuses that had crept 
into their ceremonies. 
In pious wrath they agreed that no longer 
did men know even how to hold the chalice. 
As the height of their thrones prevented 
them from viewing their communicants, 
they resolved to call in men from the streets 
that they might see the extent of this horror. 
And so they brought before them twelve 
men and, having said a special Mass, gave 
the chalice to the first man, and he spilled 
it all upon the rich carpet at his feet. 
Then the bishops rose in anger. "Who 
art thou that art so clumsy," they cried, 
" that thou spillest the very blood of the 
Saviour?" 
" I am a carpenter," the man replied, " I 
spilled it once before-in Galilee." 
T.E.D. 
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This Apathy 
The Editor "Galmahra," 
Dear Sir, 
What is wrong with the University? 
All our club secretaries have the same cry. 
Where is the spirit of scientific enquiry 
which should characterise University life? 
Three hundred of us, all with more or less 
trained minds, yet most of us are content to 
wear the wet blanket of apathy. Depleted 
membership of clubs, poor attendance at 
meetings, unwillingness to undertak~ any 
"job" in a spirit of unselfishness, ~v01dance 
of strenuous thinking, all are evidence of 
the deplorable state of affairs in our student 
life as such. 
There is an aimlessness about the life of 
the undergraduate, a tendency merely to 
live from exam. to exam., or perhaps from 
dance to dance. 
The industrious among us apply them-
selves to becoming familiar with the ideas 
and theories of their lecturer, yet always 
with the examination as their object. 
Our conversation does not reflect credit 
upon us. Flippant abuse of one a_nother, 
the doings of other people, the opposite ~ex; 
take these items from our talk and but httle 
remains. 
Where does our enthusiasm lie? Or have 
we any? Certainly not in mental acti':'ity 
in student affairs. Few of us have sufficient 
interest even to scan the notice boards, un-
less faced by some startling poster. And 
how many, indeed, will read this tirade 
except because it is short and, therefore, 
entails in it little effort. 
Enthusiasm for the opposite sex there is 
in plenty, but such enthusiasm is larg~ly 
physical and entails little constructive 
mental activity. 
Why should I have anything to do with 
these clubs of ours? That is the ultimate 
resort spoken or implied of the student 
when pressed by the harassed secretary. I 
have no interest, my life is full, my course 
is a large one. Why should I take interest 
in affairs of the nation, in international re-
lations, in questions of debate, in religious 
questions? It is almost certain that this 
attitude towards affairs will still be with 
th.e student when 'Varsity days are over, so 
that he drifts along in an attitude of lazy 
tolerance or of dogmatic conservatism. 
We should never be satisfied thus to sit 
back and do nothing. If we are to take a 
leading position in life we must avail our-
selves of every opportunity of broadening 
our outlook. We must remember that far 
more than mere academic knowledge is 
necessary if we are to make a success of life. 
It is just as important to acquire the spirit 
of enquiry and of research as it is to ac-
cumulate a collection of facts which is not 
adequate for even one job. 
To quote the Union hand-book: " Build 
up your clubs, both social and sporting, and 
do all that is possible in a spirit of unselfish-
ness! Live your University 'life' to the full, 
both in the classroom and out of it." 
It can be said of any club that if members 
are willing to give "good measure" of their 
thought to it they will receive, "pressed 
down and running over." 
am, 
Yours truly, 
PRO BONO PUBLICO. 
(This was received subsequent to the 
writing of the Editorial.-Ed.) 
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University Sport 
SPORTS UNION. 
The Annual General Meeting of the 
Sports Union was held on 20th October, 
1930. The Annual Report showed that last 
year had been a very successful one. The 
Rugby Union Football Club won the Metro-
politan Premiership in its first year, and 
several of its members gained Interstate 
and International Honours. The Tennis 
Club, too, won the A2 Premiership of the 
Q.L.T.A. The election of officers for 1931 
was as follows: President, W. F. Nixor.-
Smith; Vice-President, F. G. Vidgen; Sec-
retary-Treasurer, A. F. Hess; Hon. Secre-
tary, A. H. Murray. 
At a special meeting of the Council, held 
on October 30th, the following were elected 
as "Blues" Committee for 1931 :-Mess1~. 
F. G. Vidgen, W. F. Nixon-Smith, R. K. 
Fardon, T. J. Bale, J. P. McGrath. 
Owing to the increased duty on imported 
blazer flannels it was found necessary to 
consider the making of the U.Q.S. U. blazer 
from Australian cloth. During the vacation 
this matter was gone into by the Executive, 
quotations were obtained from various 
firms, and a report was made to the Council 
at its first meeting this year. The Council 
has decided to obtain blazers and caps in 
future from Messrs. Pike Bros. Ltd. 
From newspaper reports it is noted that 
the so-called University of Queensland 
Amateur Rugby League Club intends to 
continue its activities this year. This club 
has not affiliated with the Sports Union, and 
it may be of interest to students to know 
that the Executive has been asked by the 
Senate to refrain from using the University's 
name. 
WOMEN'S TENNIS CLUB. 
The Women's Tennis Club is now very 
busy preparing for the Inter-Varsity con-
test, which is to commence in Sydney on the 
25th May. Various members of the Club 
are at present playing off for the fourth 
position in the team and also for emergency. 
The Club Dance will be held this year on 
Saturday, ISth April, and we hope that it 
will be a success in order to increase our 
funds. for the trip to Sydney. 
The Q.L.T.A. fixtures at Milton commen-
ced on 11 th April. This yfar, for the first 
time, the 'Varsity have entered a mixed team 
in AI grade. There are two mixed teams 
playing in A2 Grade. 
WOMEN'S HOCKEY CLUB. 
The Inter-Varsity Carnival is due to be 
held in Melbourne this year, but owing to 
the "Depression" there is some doubt as 
to whether any will be held. 
The Annual Club Dance will take place 
on June 20th. 1 t is hoped, too, to hold a 
Bridge Evening in the Women's Common 
Room before the end of First Term. This 
will probably take place in the last week. 
Practices have already begun, and the 
enthusiasm of the Freshers has been 
particularly marked. 
The Club has again found it possible to 
field two teams in the Queensland Women's 
Hockey Association fixtures. The B team, 
although the majority of players are 
Freshers with no previous hockey ex-
perience, shows promise of being consider-
ably stronger than last year's second team, 
which justified its inclusion in B grade fix-
tures by winning the first match of the 
season on Saturday. 
The A team also gained a decisive victory 
on Saturday afternoon, but owing to the 
weakening of the defence there is some doubt 
as to whether last year's success can be 
repeated. 
The election of officers for 1931 resulted 
as follows: Captain, G. May-Wilkie; vice-
captain, V. Dent; secretary, E. Birkbeck; 
Fourth Member, K. Cleeve; Fresher mem-
ber, R. Campbell. 
ENID BIRKBECK, 
Hon. Sec., U.Q.W.H.C. 
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MEN'S SWIMMING CLUB. 
This year an attempt is being made to 
revive the interest in Swimming-an interest 
which lapsed during 1930. The difficulty 
facing the Club is the fact that the greater 
part of the swimming season occurs during 
third-term and the long vacation. How-
ever, the Men's Swimming Club, in conjunc-
tion with the Colleges and the Women'~ 
Swimming Club, is holding a carnival in the 
Booroodabin Baths on April 15. The com-
mittee hope for a good attendance at the 
carnival, and expect it to be a great success. 
The committeee, as elected at the first gen-
eral meeting, consists of-President, Mr. 
Tomlinson; Vice-President, Mr. ]. Cran; 
Hon. Sec., Mr. Stephenson; and an addi-
tional member, Mr. F. R. Vincent. 
SWIMMING CLUB. 
The University of Queensland Men's and 
Women's Swimming Clubs held their an-
nual carnival on Wednesday, April l 5th, at 
the Booroodabin Baths. The innovation 
this year was the inauguration of inter-
college swimming. Emmanuel proved the 
victors, with St. John's College runners-up. 
F. Vincent and J. Cran were the outstand-
ing swimmers. The carnival was a success 
in every way, and the committee hope that 
it may continue so in future years. 
The officials were: Judges, Dr. Bryan, 
D.Sc., Dr. Whitehouse, M.Sc., Ph.D., and 
L. F. White; timekeepers, B. Butler and C. 
Hadgraft ; press steward, A. H. Murray; 
starter, Mr. R. Day; check starter, D. Gar-
land; diving judge, Mr. Bocher. Results:--
Inter-college, 50 Metres.-]. E. Cran (Em-
manuel) I, R. Hayes (St. John's) 2, E. 
Mitchell (Emmanuel) 3. Time, 30secs. 
50 Metres Championship (men's).-F. 
Vincent I, ]. Richards 2, D. Stephenson 3. 
Time, 30 2-5secs. 
30 Metres Championship (Women's).-
Miss K. Watson I, Miss M. Lyons 2, Miss 
N. Barry 3. Time, 20 2-5secs. 
50 Metres Handicap (men's).-H. Cop-
pock, 1, H. Hassler 2, R. M'Cormack 3. 
Time, 38 4-5secs. 
Inter-College 100 Metres.-]. Cran (E.) 
I, N. Tomlinson (J .) 2, G. Draper (E.) 3. 
Time, 70 2-5secs. 
100 Metres Championship (men's).-]. 
Richards I, F. Vincent 2, H. Hassler 3. 
Time, 78 l-5secs. 
30 Metres Handicap (women's).-N. 
Sheldon I, M. Lyons 2, R. Munro 3. Time 
23 l-5secs. 
Men's Dive.-D. Stephenson 1, F. Vincent 
2, J. Richards 3. 
Women's Dive.-Miss P. Hawken 1, Miss 
N. Barry 2, Miss G. Atherton 3. 
Inter-College 200 Metres.-]. Cran (E.) 
I, B. Porter (J.) 2, N. Tomlinson (J.) 3. 
Time, 2.57 3-5secs. 
200 Metres Championship (men's).-]. 
Cran I, ]. Richards 2, D. Stephenson and 
H. Hassler 3. Time, 3.6 2-5. 
Women's Back Stroke (25 metres).-Miss 
K. Watson I, Miss N . Barry 2, Miss N. 
Lyons 3. Time, 24-l-5secs. 
Inter-College Back and Breast Stroke.-
]. Cran (E.) I, G. Draper (E.) 2, H. Cop-
pock (] .) 3. Time, 43 l-5secs. 
Men's Back and Breast Stroke (50 
metres) .-F. Vincent I, H. Hassler 2, D. B. 
Vallance 3. Time, 45 4-5secs. 
Women's Breast Stroke (25 metres).-
Miss N. Barry 1, Miss R. Munro2, Miss P. 
Hawken 3. Time, 22 2-5secs. 
Inter-College Relay (200 metres).-St. 
John's College (C. Hopkins, ]. Walker, R. 
Hayes, N. Tomlinson) I, Emmanuel College 
2, King's College 3. Time, 2.17 4-5. 
Mixed Brace Relay.-Miss M. Lyons and 
A. Morrow 1, Miss R. Munro and]. Cran 
2, Miss K. Watson and H. Coppock 3. Time, 
24secs. 
Women's Novelty Balloon Race.-Miss 
R. Munro I, Miss M. Lyons 2, Miss P. 
Hawken 3. 
Men's Novelty (swimming with lighted 
candles), 20 yards.-H. Hassler I, B. Por-
ter 2. Time, 99secs. 
Women's Inter-Faculty Relay.-Arts 
(Misses K. Watson, K. Atherton, N. Barry, 
B. Browne, M. Lyons, and M. Coates) I, 
Science 2. Time 88 2-5secs. 
Collegiates v. Extras.-Extras (F. · Vin-
sent, H. Hassler, ]. Richards, D. Stephen-
son) I, Collegiates 2. 
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U.Q.R.U.F.C. 
The Annual General Meeting was held 
on March 11 th, and the following officers 
were elected :-Patron, the Chancellor (The 
Honourable Sir James Blair, Kt.); president, 
Mr. J. F. Lynam; vice-presidents, Prof 
Richards, Prof. Murray, Col. Cameron, 
Messrs. R. Risson and F. Mines; hon. 
treasurer, ]. Channer; hon. secretary, H. F. 
McGrath. 
This year we were fortunate in securing 
the services of Mr. D. Williams as coach. 
The "A" grade team selected ]. Clark as 
captain and Risson, one of the most loyal 
members of the team as vice-captain. The 
team settled down to hard training early in 
term, and we are looking forward to retain-
ing the premiership. Fixtures commenced 
on April 11 th. The "A" grade team met 
Y.M.C.A. and were victorious. It was a 
good start and should stimulate every 
player. The game was a hard one and we 
had young players in our ranks. When a 
young player is promoted to "A" Grade he 
realises that an entirely new set of condi-
tions have to be met. The "B" Grade team 
has chosen Tomlinson as captain and 
Walker as vice-captain. The team is show-
ing good form. Keenness at practice is 
more and more noticeable. It was unfor-
tunate that Ashgrove had to forfeit on the 
first day of the fixtures . The "B" team is 
a most important factor. Time after time 
the "A" team has called on the " B" team 
for support. The "B" Grade is a stepping 
stone to the higher Grade and this should 
be a great incentive. Every opportunity 
will be taken during this season to play our 
" B" Grade matches at the Brisbane Cricket 
Grounds. 
We will miss Mines, Lawton, McAdam, 
Pro-Copis, McGrath and Brown from the 
team this year. However, we have some 
good material amongst the Freshers. They 
have come to us with excellent reputations 
and with regular practice we will be able to 
mould two strong teams. 
BOAT CLUB NOTES. 
The I nter-'V arsity race will be held in 
Brisbane this year on June 3rd, and conse-
quently there has been more activity than 
last year. 
A novice crew rowed in the Commercial 
Regatta and was placed second; a maiden 
crew rowed in the Brisbane Regatta, gain-
ing third place. 
Mr. Watson has been training a prospec-
tive crew since the beginning of term for 
the I nter-'Varsity event. 
We wish to thank Dr. Whitehouse very 
much for his guidance and his extraordinary 
amount of help in arranging our inter-club 
regatta on April 18th. The regatta was a 
great success socially and served to bring 
the club to the fore once more. 
MEN'S TENNIS CLUB. 
At the beginning of the year prospects did 
not appear bright owing to the departure 
of many of last year's members. However, 
enthusiastic support by Freshers and others 
augurs well for a successful time. 
Owing to expense and the distance to be 
travelled we did not field a team at the 
Inter-'Varsity tournament at Adelaide. This 
was won for the seventh time in succession 
by Melbourne University. 
Three teams are being fielded this year in 
Q.L.T.A. fixtures, one of which is playing 
in the AI grade, thus fulfilling a long stand-
ing ambition of the club. The remaining 
two teams are playing in the AI I grade. 
The Annual General Meeting of the Club 
was held on Monday, March I 6th, and re-
sulted in the election of officers as follows:-
President, Mr. N. H. Fish.er; vice-president, 
Mr. K. 0. Sloan, secretary, Mr. F. T. 
Borchardt, Messrs Edwards and McCaffrey 
were elected to the General Committee, 
while Mr. Morrow was elected as Fresher 
representative to the selection committee. 
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ATHLETICS. 
At the Annual General Meeting of the 
Athletic Club Professor Michie was elected 
president; Professor Parnell and Mr. L. A. 
Wilkinson, vice-presidents; Mr. N. C. Trit-
ton , captain; and Mr. D. Thomson, 
secretary. 
We regret the loss of our coach, Mr. Wal 
Thomson, and heartily congratulate him 
upon his marriage. 
The 'Varsity and Inter-College Athletics 
will be held on the 13th May; the Inter-
'Varsity Sports will take place in Adelaide 
on the 27th-owing to the depression (and 
lack of material) the Queensland 'Varsity 
will not be sending a team. 
HOCKEY CLUB. 
Th.e Hockey Club began its year's activi-
ties with the annual 7 a-side game on April 
1 st. Owing to the greater percentage of 
hockey players, the carnival was productive 
of rather less hilarity than usual, but still 
was an unqualified success. Contrary to 
our usual fate, we were favoured with an 
exceptionally fine afternoon. 
Owing to the lack of new members-the 
freshers se.em to have failed us this year-
the Commiteee was forced to withdraw the 
Graduates team from the competition, so 
that there will be only one A Grade and one 
B Grade team this season. Both began their 
engagements on Saturday last, and while 
the B Grade were unlucky to be held to a 
draw-one all, the A was overwhelmed by a 
strong Valley side. Perhaps if there are 
sufficient members available later on in the 
season, another team may be put in the 
field so that new players will be welcomed. 
The Carnival is to be held in Sydney this 
year, during the second vacation, and it is 
hoped that a strong side will be able to 
make the trip. 
Erratum. 
Since these notes were put in the hands of 
the printer, it has been found possible, 
through the .efforts of some of the Graduate 
members, to field a team in that name which 
will take part in the A Grade fixtures. 
CRICKET CLUB. 
This club has had a much more success-
ful season that it has had for several years. 
The "A" team won four matches, d,rew 
three, and lost four, while the " B " team 
won four, drew two, and lost five. An un-
precedented event in the history of the " B " 
team was the defeat of Valley by an innings 
and nine runs on Foundation Day. It may 
be considered that this augurs well for the 
club, as the Valley team included at least 
one old 'Varsity " B " grade player. 
Mr. ]. Farquhar continues in his position 
of coach. His ability is amply demonstra-
ted by the results given above. 
Financially, the fortunes of the year are 
at present somewhat doubtful, though it is 
expected to be able to show a small credit 
balance at the Annual General Meeting in 
July. 
The Annual Dance was held on March 
28th. Unfortunately, as a business proposi-
tion, it failed, owing to lack of support by 
club members. However, as a social 
function, it was (owing to --?) quite 
successful. 
The club is pleased to note the marked 
keenness of Freshers this year. It is to be 
hoped this will be maintained next season. 
Finally, w.e wish to record our apprecia-
tion of the good work of Messrs. R. 
Blundell and G. Brooks, who acted as "A" 
and " B " grade scorers respectively through-
out the season. 
THE UNIVERSITY OF QUEENSLAND UNION. 
BALANCE SHEET as at 3rd October, 1930. 
LIABILITIES ASSETS 
s. d. £ s. d. £ s. d. 
.Sundry A/c.-
s. d . £ s . d. £ s. d . 
Balances at Current A/c. in-
Even. and Ex. Students' Assoc. 15 12 Gen eral l<'und 14 11 2 
Engin. Undergraduates' Society (to Men's C lub 4 2 10 
Allan & Stark) 1 1 Women's C lub 4 6 7 
---- 16 13 Debating Society 1 14 4 
Capital and Reserve-
Piano Sinlcing Fund A/c.-
Balance, 12th October, 1929 37 10 
Add amount due from 1929 3 15 
Trans. front General A/c. 5 0 
Trans. from Gen. A/c . (for 
Musical Society 4 5 8 
Wider Education Society 1 7 6 
Dramatic Society 31 5 10 
Even. and Ex. Students' Assoc. 12 18 0 
Eng. Undergraduates' Society 19 12 2 
94 
hire) 4 10 Investtnents of Reserve Fund-
---- 50 15 Con1monwealth Savings Bank 43 17 
General Reserve- Fixed Deposit at Bank 17 5 
Balance, 12th October, 1929 251 6 Con1monweal th Bank 6% (£10) 9 17 
Add Interest .. 15 1 5~% (£60) 60 0 
Trans. fr01n General Fund 7 5 5~% (£100) 100 0 
---- 273 1 3 10 6% Inscribed Stock 100 0 
Crockery Equip1nent Fund 6 11 2 269 17 
- 331 0 0 
331 Union Badges, 32 at 2/- 3 4 0 
General Capital A/c., 1929 200 10 
Add Increase, 1930 56 4 
Office Furniture a nd Cabinets .. 12 15 
Less 5% Depreciation 1 2 
----
12 2 10 
--
256 14 11 
Less Trans. to Res. 23 6 9 
233 
564 
Typewriter .. 11 6 10 
Less 10% Depreciation .. 1 2 8 
---- 10 
Indexes and Files 3 12 
Less 10% Depreciation 7 
---- 3 5 3 
---- 25 12 
Crockery at Valuation 12 16 6 
Cases at Valuation 2 0 0 
---- 14 16 
Piano 10 0 
Dramatic Society-
Stage 12 3 
Back Cloths (Calico) 9 0 
Back Cloths (Dow las) 22 10 
Boole case 4 1 
Curtain 4 10 
Bool{s 22 0 n • 
Stage Equipment 7 4 
Sundries 10 
---- 81 18 
Paper for Graduates' Circular 1 7 






University Subs. in hands of University 
3 0 9 
3 16 7 
6 17 4 
6 0 0 
2 2 0 
14 19 
£581 
NOTE.-Owing to the inadvisability of making a separate investment for P.ach special reserve, it is necessary to show Reserve Funds A/cs. as 
a separate part of the excess of Assets over Liabilities. Hitherto the whole capital has been shown as one sum. 
Audited and found correct. 










Statement for the Year 1930. 
FIR ST I SSUE 
£ s. d. 
58 0 0 By 
1 0 0 .. 




£ s. d. 
61 17 0 
1 8 0 
Cash Sales 
Subscriptions (359) 
Senate Grant (0) 
Union Grant (!) 
Loss 


























By Subscriptions (359) 
Senate Grant (!) 
Union Grant {!) 
Loss 2 19 10 














T HIRD I SSUE 
d. 
0 By Subscriptions (359) 
0 .. Senate Grant (0) .. 




NOTE.-No adjustment of subscriptions paid in advance has been tnade, as excess payments over receipts have been 
charged to General Fund in accor dan ce with Regulation 77, irrespective of liability fo r copie~ of futu re issu es. 
£53 5 0 
--=-= 
£ s. d. 
26 18 6 
16 13 4 
6 13 4 
6 0 0 
£56 
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THE UNIVERSITY OF QUEENSLAND SPORTS UNION. 
BALANCE SHEET, AS AT 30th SEPTEMBER, 1930. 
LIABILITIES ASSETS 
Tennis Club- s. d. s. d. 
£ s. d. s. d. General Fund-
Q"land Lawn Tennis Assn. .. 20 0 0 Bank Balance 34 9 
A. N. Robinson 1 16 0 Subs. in hands of University 13 13 
21 16 0 Blazer Pockets, 19 @ 10/- . . 9 10 
Telephone A/c. due to U.Q.U. 3 16 7 57 12 
Excess of Assets over Liabilities Athletic Club-
on 2nd October, 1929 625 8 11 Bank Balance 
Added increase for 1930 8 8 7 Boat Club-
633 17 Bank Balance 4 11 2 
Pontoon (half share) 65 0 0 
1 Racing Eight 75 0 0 
1 Old Heavy Eight 5 0 0 
1 Racing Four 20 0 0 
1 Tub Pair 26 0 0 
1 Heavy Four 30 0 0 
8 Racing Oars 10 0 0 
6 Practice Oars 5 0 0 
Lockers 6 10 0 
4 New Racing Oars 10 0 0 
Boat Shed .. 157 10 




Bank Balance 63 17 10 
New Batting Pads 17 0 
New W.K. Pads 6 0 
Old W.K. Pads 10 0 
Old Batting Pads 3 0 0 
New Bats 5 19 6 
Old Bats 4 10 0 
New W.K. Gloves 1 14 0 
New Inner Gloves 5 6 
Old W.K. Gloves 1 10 0 
New Practice Bats 1 5 0 
Balls 4 7 0 
Nets 5 0 0 
Roller 16 16 0 
Hose 10 0 
Slip Machine 0 0 
113 7 10 
Hockey Club-
Bank Balance 7 7 11 
Two Nets 5 12 0 
10 Balls @ 5/6 2 15 0 
Sundry Sticks 10 0 
16 4 11 
Football Club-
Bank Balance 48 





Bank Balance 10 
Tennis Club.-
Bank Balance 
Owing by G.P.S.C.B. Rowing 
Club 25 0 
Less repaid 12 10 
12 10 
Commonwealth Savings Bank-
Reserve Fund Investment 25 
£659 10 £659 10 
Audited and found correct. A. F. HESS, F.I.C.A. 
J. McCAFFREY Secretary-Treasurer. 
7/10/30. 30/9/30. 
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To be confronted on the day of going to press with the task of writing a "heavy" 
editorial is indeed a misfortune. One feels 
that such a magazine as this should have a 
certain dignity suggestive of professional 
staidness. And yet we are not more than 
human, so we can excuse ourselves with a 
song. 
0, the gay twenties, the young, laughing 
twenties, 
When eyes are asparkle and hearts are 
aflame! 
0 , the dear twenties, the mad, merry 
twenties, 
Come, drink men and maids-to the 
twenties long fame! 
But why my heavy editorial? Well if 
the present economic and political situation 
can so inspire students that their work 
savours of the more humorous aspects of 
life, we can but attempt to impart a certain 
solemnity by erecting a forbidding front 
door to our litle palace of levity. 
I quote from a former editor: "In the 
endeavour to introduce a somewhat lighter 
tone to the magazine there is always the 
danger of going to the other extreme and 
producing a magazine that really is not 
worthy of a cultural and intellectual 
.institution." 
In the first place there has been no dis-
tinct "endeavour" to make the magazine 
light-it is like Topsy: Nor do the editors 
(at least in theory) "produce" the maga-
zine. If the "happy medium" has not been 
struck between the serious and the frivolous 
we beseech those to whom this is apparent 
not to hurl criticisms at a depressed and 
overworked staff, but to endeavour to assist 
us to "produce" a magazine more to their 
liking. 
If, as my predecessor has said, it is merely 
courtesy to hand in copy for Galmahra 
"at least" three weeks before it is due to be 
published, then we hope that Noel Coward 
is right when he makes David Bliss say: 
" 1 am always rude to people I like." 
Last year the magazine was delayed to 
enable it to be more representative. This 
year we hope to have the issue in the hands 
of students (and others) by Commem. Day, 
and if it is not representative, we can merely 
pause to ask ourselves, "Representative, of 
what?" 
Among the contributions to "Galmahra" 
that do not appear in these pages are two 
pieces of work designed for children of 
about the age of twelve. As such, they are 
excellent, but as contributions for publica-
tion, they fail to make the issue-they have 
undoubted merit, but they are not ap-
propriate-less appropriate even than some 
of those articles that appear. 
The student who chose to write on the 
"Working Class" has attempted to cover a 
large area in approximately two thousand 
words. We submit his article without com-
ment in these columns, but trust that it will 
give us something to think about. 
"A Fable" caused us much doubt-a 
paraphrase of it even if not for publication 
would be acceptable to the editorial staff, 
as the exact meaning seems to be a matter 
of controversy. 
No appreciation of Nature appears on 
these pages, and but one article of literary 
cnt1c1sm. The fanciful seems rather to 
attracted contributors:-
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" I dreamt last night a Fairy came, 
With wings of silver and of flame, 
And on her head 
Were berries red, 
And Delia was her name. 
She dancing laughted upon the green, 
And, wishing to remain unseen, 
She leapt upon a butter-cup 
To see if I had woken up .. . . " 
And there are a hundred and fifty more 
lines of this, but there was hardly space in 
" Galmahra " for it all. 
The time has surely arrived when we must 
give the pendulum a little push back in the 
other direction. Again we must appeal for 
something more "heavy": for something 
that gets rather at the fundamentals of life. 
We hope that you will not leave your 
contributions "a little late," as seems to be 
the custom. However "heavy" the copy sub-
mitted we feel sure that, should it be re-
ceived, say, by the middle of second term, 
the staff will be so delighted that any lighter 
element required could be furnished by 
their chirpings. 
We fear we have shaken our beer too 
much-it has become froth. Perhaps a little 
fairy of levity is dancing about us-once 
it was the policy of "Galmahra" to refuse 
it as a guest-now, alas, it has multiplied 
into a veritable fairy host-let us hope that 
though we shall not entirely eject it, tha.t 
it shall wake us up with its revels. 
In conclusion, we would mention that we 
have omitted the page of "Vanities "-it 
was so hard to draw the line. 
EXCHANGES. 
We much regret that owing to an unfor-
tunate error we are unable to obtain, in time 
for publication, a list from the Librarian of 
the various magazines received in exchang.e. 
However, this shall be compensated for m 
the next issue. We thank them one and all. 

